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Tutta la gente in lieta fronte udiva 
Le graziose e finte istorielle 
£d i difttti altnii tosto scopriva 
Ciascuno, e non i proprj espressi in quelle ; 
O se de proprj sofpettava, ignoti 
Credeali a dascun altro, e a se nol noti. 
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PREFACE 

TO 

THE FIRST EDITION. 



M186 Edge worth's general views^ in these stories^ 
are ex^dained in the prefieu^ to the first volame. I 
cannot^ however, omit repeating, that public favour 
has not yet rendered her so presumptuous as to offer 
hasty effusions to her readers, but that she takes a 
longer time to revise what she writes than the severe 
ancients required for the highest species of moral 
fiction. 

Vivian exposes one of the most common defects of 
mankind.— -To be ^' infirm of purpose" is to be at the 
mercy of the artful, or at the disposal of accident. 
Look rounds and count the numbers who have, within 
your own knowledge, failed from want of firmness. 

An excellent and wise mother gave the following 
advice with her dying breath : '' My son, learn early 
how to say. No !" — This precept gave the first idea of 
the story of Vivian. 

Emilie de Coulanoes exposes a fault into which 
the good and generous are liable to fall. 

Great sacrifices and great benefits cannot frequently 
be made or conferred by private individuals; but, 
every day^ kindness and attention to tlie coTCV£(iQui&<^'* 
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ings of Others is within the power^ and may be the 
practice^ of every age^ and sex^ and station. Common 
fiaults are reproved by all writers on morality ; but 
there are errors and defects that require to be treated 
in a lighter manner^ and that come^ with propriety^ 
within the province of essayists and of writers for the 
stage. 

The Absentee is not intended as a censure upon 
those whose duties^ and employments^ and superior 
talents^ lead them to the capital; but to warn the 
thoughtless and the unoccupied from seeking di- 
stinction by frivolous imitation of &shion and ruinous 
waste of fortune. 

A country gentleman^ or even a nobleman^ who 
does not sit in parliament^ may be as usefully and as 
ht>nourably employed in Yorkshire^ Mid Lothian^ or 
Ireland^ as at a club-house or an assembly in London.. 

Irish agents are here described as of two different 
species. That there have been bad and oppressive 
Irish agents, many great landed English proprietors 
have felt; that there are well-informed, just, and 
honourable Irish agents, every-day experience can 
testify. 

R. L. Edgeworth. 

May^ 1812. 
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VIVIAN. 



CHAPTER I. 

" To see the best, and yet the worst pursue." 

" Is it possible," exclaimed Vivian, " that you, 
Russell, my friend, my best friend, can tell me that 
this line is the motto of my character ! — ' To see the 
best, and yet the worse pursue.' — Then you must 
think me either a villain or a madman." 

" No," replied Russell, calmly ; '^ I think you only 
weak." 

" Weak — but you must think me an absolute 
fool." 

^^ No, not a fool ; the weakness of which I accuse 
you is not a weakness of the understanding. I find 
no fault either with the logical or the mathematical 
part of your understanding. It is not erroneous in 
either of the two great points in which Bacon says, 
that most men's minds be deficient in the power of 
judging of consequences, or in the power of estimating 
the comparative value of objects." 

'^ Well," cried Vivian, impatiently, " but I don't 
want to hear, just now, what Bacon says — ^but what 
you think. Tell me all the faults of my character." 

" All ! — unconscionable ! — after the fktigue of this 
l«ig day's journey," said Russell, laughing. 

These two friends were, at this tvma, Xitw^^Tv^ 
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from Oxford to Vivian Hall (in shire), the 

perb seat of the Vivian family, to which Vivian % 
heir. Mr. Russell, though he was but a few 3re 
older than Vivian, had been his tutor at college ; as 
by an uncommon transition, had, from his tutor, b 
come his intimate friend. 

After a pause, Vivian resumed, '' Now I think ( 
it, Russell, you are to blame, if I have any fiaaltt 
Don't you say, that every thing is to be done by edu 
cation ? And are not you — though by much too young 
and infinitely too handsome, for a philosopher — arc 
not you my guide, philosopher, and friend ?" 

" But I have had the honour to be your guide, 
philosopher, and friend, only for these three years,' 
said Russell. " I believe in the rational, but not in 
the magical power of education. How could I do oi 

I undo, in three years, the work of the preceding 

! seventeen ?" 

! '^ Then, if you won't let me blame you, I muBi 

\ blame my mother." 

\ " Your mother ! — I had always understood thai 

she had paid particular attention to your early edu- 
cation, and all the world says that lady Mary Vivian 
though a woman of fashion, is remarkably well- 
informed and domestic ; and, judging from those o 
her letters which you have shown me, I shoi^lc 
think that, for once, what all the world says ii 
right." 

^^ What all the world says is right, and yet I an 
not wrong : — ^my mother is a very clever woman, an( 
most affectionate, and she certainly paid particula 
attention to my early education ; but her attentioi 
was too particular, her care ^^ too great. You knov 
I was an only son — ^then I lost my father when I wa 
an infont ; and a woman, let her be ever so sensible 
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cannot well educate an only son^ without some manly 
assistance ; the fonder she is of the son the worse, 
even if her fondness is not foolish fondness — ^it makes 
her over-anxious — ^it makes her do too much. My 
mother took too much, a great deal too much, care of 
me; she over-educated, over-instructed, over-dosed 
me with premature lessons of prudence : she was so 
afraid that I should ever do a foolish thing, or not 
say a wise one, that she prompted my every word, 
and guided my every action. So I grew up, seeing 
with her eyes, hearing with her ears, and judging 
with her understanding, till, at length, it was found 
out that I had not eyes, ears, or understanding of 
my own. When I was between twelve and thirteen, 
my mother began to think that I was not sufficiently 
manly for my age, and that there was something too 

yielding and undecided in my character Yielding 

and undecided ! — No wonder ! — Had not I been from 
my cradle under the necessity of always yielding, 
and in the habit of never deciding for myself? — 
Seized with a panic, my mother, to make a man of 

me at once, sent me to school. There I was, 

with all convenient expedition, made ashamed of 
every thing good I had learned at home ; and there I 
learned every thing bad, and nothing good, that could 
be learned at school. I was inferior in Latin and 
Greek ; and this was a deficiency I could not make 
up without more labour than I had courage to under- 
take. I was superior in general literature, but this 
was of little value amongst my competitors, and 
therefmre I despised it ; and, overpowered by numbers 
and by ridicule, I was, of course, led into all sorts of 
folly, by mere mauvaise honte. Had I been in the 
habit of exercising my own judgment, or had my 
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resolution been strengthened by d^rees; had I^ in 
shorty been prepared for a school ; I might, perhapB, 
have acquired, by a public education, a manly, inde- 
pendent spirit. If I had even been wholly bred np 
in a public school, I might have been forced, as 
others were, by early and feur competition, to exer- 
cise my own powers, and by my own experience in 
that microcosm, as it has been called, I might have 
formed some rules of conduct, some manliness of 
character, and might have made, at least, a good 
schoolboy ; but, half home-bred, and half school-bred, 
from want of proper preparation, one half of my 
education totally destroyed the other. From school, 
of course, I went to college, and at collie, of coarse^ 
I should have become one of the worst species of 
collie lads, and should have had no chance, in my 
whole future life, of being any thing but a dissipated 
fool of feishion, one of the Four-in-Hand Club, or the 
Barouche Club, or the Tandem Club, or the Defiance 
Club, had not I, by the greatest good fortune, met 
with such a friend as you, and, by still greater good 
fortune, found you out for myself; for if my mother 
had recommended you to me, I should have con- 
sidered you only as a collie tutor ; I should never 
have discovered half your real merit ; I doubt whe- 
ther I should have even seen that you are young and 
handsome ; so prejudiced should I have been with 
the preconceived notion of a college tutor, that I am 
not certain whether I should have found out that you 
gore a gentleman^ as well bom and well bred as my- 
ijelf ; but, be that as it may, I am positive that I 
fieyer should have made you my companion and 
friend ; I should never have thrown open my whole 
^loul to you, as I have done ; nor could you ever have 
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obtained such wondrous power as you possess over 
my mind^ if you had been reoommended to me by my 
mother." 

'^ I am sorry," said Russell, smiling, " that, after 
80 many wise reflections, and so many fine compli- 
ments, you end by proving to me that my wondrous 
power is founded on your wondrous weakness. I am 
mortified to find that your esteem and friendship for 
me depended so much upon my not having had the 
honour of your mother's recommendation ; and have 
not I reason to fear, that now, when I have a chance 
of becoming acquainted with lady Mary Vivian, and, 
perhaps, a chance of her thinking me a fit companion 
and friend for her son, I must lose his regard and 
confidence, because I shall labour under the insu- 
perable objection of an affectionate mother's appro- 
bation?" 

*' No, no," said Vivian ; ^' my wilful folly does 
not go quite so feur as that. So that I maintain the 
privilege of choosing my friends for myself> I shall 
always be pleased and proud to find my mother ap- 
prove my choice." 

After a few moments' pause, Vivian added, " You 
misunderstand, quite misunderstand me, if you think 
that I am not fond of my mother. I respect and love 
her with all my soul : — I should be a most ungratefrd 
wretch if i did not. I did very wrong to speak, as 
I did just now, of any little errors she may have 
made in my education ; but, believe me, I would not 
have said so much to any oiie living but yourself, 
nor to you, but in strict confidence ; and, after all, I 
don't Imow whether I ought not to lay the blame of 
my fiaults on my masters more than on my poor 
mother." 

" Lay the blame where we will," said R\isa^\]U 
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" remember^ that the punishment will rest on our- 
selves. We may^ with as much philosophic justice 
as possible^ throw the blame of our faults on our 
parents and preceptors, and on the early mismanage- 
ment of our minds ; yet, after we have made out our 
case in the abstract, to the perfect satisfaction of a 
jury of metaphysicians, when we come to overt ac- 
tions, all our judges, learned and unlearned, are so 
awed, by the ancient precedents and practice of 
society, and by the obsolete law of common sense^ 
that they finish by pronouncing against us the bar- 
barous sentence, that every man must suffer for his 
own faults." 

" ' I hope I shall be able to bear it, my lord,' as the 

English sailor said when the judge But look out 

there ! Let down that glass on your side of the car- 
riage !" cried Vivian, starting forward. " There's 
Vivian Hall !" 

" That fine old castle ?" said Russell^ looking out 
of the window. 

" No ; but, fsuther off to the left, don't you see 
amongst the trees that house with wings ?" 

'^ Ha ! quite a new, modern house : I had always 
fancied that Vivian Hall was an old pile of building." 

'^ So it was, till my father threw down the old 
hall, and built this new house." 

'* And a very handsome one it is.*^Is it as good 
within as without ?" 

" Quite, I think ; but I'll leave you to judge for 
yourself. — ^Are not those fine old trees in the park ?" 

From this time, till the travellers arrived at Vivian 
Hall, their conversation turned upon trees, and ave- 
nues, and serpentine approaches, and alterations that 
Vivian intended to make, when he should be of age, 
and master of this fine place ; and he now wanted 
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but a twelvemonth of being at legal years of discre* 
tion. When they arrived at the hall^ lady Mary 
Vivian showed much affectionate joy at the sight of 
her 8(m^ and received Mr. Russell with such easy 
politeness^ that he was prepossessed at first in her 
favour. To this charm of well-bred manners was 
united the appearance of sincerity and warmth of 
feeling. In her conversation there was a mixture of 
excellent sense and general literature with the fri- 
volities of the fiEushionable worlds and the anecdotes 
of the day in certain high circles^ of which she seemed 
to talk more from habit than taste^ and to annex im- 
portance more from the compulsion of external cir- 
comstances than from choice. But her son^ — ^her son 
was the great object of all her thoughts^ serious or 
frivolous. She was delighted by the improvements 
she saw in his understanding and character ; by the 
taste and talents he displayed^ both for fine literature 
and for solid information: this flattered her hope 
that he would both shine as a polished gentleman 
and make a figure in public Ufe. To his friend Rus- 
sell she attributed these happy improvements ; and^ 
though he was not a tutor of her own original selec- 
tion^ yet her pride^ on this occasion^ yielded to grati- 
tude, and she graciously, declared, that she could not 
feel jealous of the preeminent power he had obtained 
over her son, when she saw the admirable use he 
made of this influence. Vivian, like all candid and 
generous persons, being peculiarly touched by can- 
dour and generosity in others, felt his affection for 
his mother rapidly increased by this conduct ; nor 
did his enthusiasm for his friend in the least abate, 
in consequence of the high approbation with which 
she honoured him, nor even in consequence of her 
ladyship's frequent and rather injudicious expressions 
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of her hopes^ that her son would always preserve and 
show himself worthy of such a friend. 

He joined in his mother's entreaties to Russell to 
prolong his visit ; and as her ladyship declared she 
thought it of essential consequence to her son's in- 
terest and future happiness that he should^ at this 
turn of his life, have such a companion^ Russell con- 
sented to remain with him some time longer. All 
parties were thus pleased with each other^ and re- 
mained united by one common interest about the 
same objects^ during several weeks of a delightful 
summer. But^ alas ! this &mily harmony, and this 
accord of reason and will, between the mother and 
son, were not of longer duration. As usual, there 
were faults on both sides. 

Lady Mary Vivian, whose hopes of her son's di- 
stinguishing himself by his abilities had been much 
exalted since his last return from Oxford, had in- 
dulged herself in pleasing anticipations of the time 
when he should make his appearance in the fashicm- 
able and in the political world. She foresaw the 
respect that would be paid to her, on his account, 
both by senators and by matrons ; by ministers, who 
might want to gain a rising orator's vote, and by 
mothers, who might wish to make an excellent match 
for their daughters : not only by all mothers who had 
daughters to marry, but by all daughters who had 
hearts or hands to dispose of, lady Mary felt secure 
of having her society courted.- Now, she had rather 
extravagant expectations for her son: she expected 
him to marry, so as to secure domestic happiness, 
and, at the same time, to have fashion, and beauty, 
and rank, and high connexions, and every amiable 
quality in a wife. This vision of a future daughter- 
in-law continually occupied her ladyship's imagina- 



VIVIAN. 15 

tion. Already^ with maternal Alnascharism, shehad^ 
in her reveries^ thrown back her head with disdain^ 
as she repulsed the fieunily advances of some wealthy 
but low-born heiress^ or as she rejected the alliance 
of some of the new nobility. Already she had ar- 
ranged the very words of her answers to these^ and 
determined the degrees and^ shades of her intimacies 
with those ; already had she settled 

*' To whom to nod, whom take into her coach, 
Whom honour with her hand ;" 

when one mornings as she sat at work^ absorbed in 
one of these reveries, she was so far '^ rapt into future 
times/' that, without perceiving that any body was 
present, she began to speak her thoughts, and said 
aloud to herself, ^^ As if my son could possibly think 
of her!" 

Her son, who was opposite to her, lying on a sofa, 
reading, or seeming to read, started up, and putting 
down his book, exclaimed, in a voice which showed 
at once that he was conscious of thinking of some 
particular person, and determined to persist in the 
thought, '' As if your son could possibly think of 

her ! Of whom, ma'am ?" 

'^ What's the matter, child ? Are you mad !" 

'^ Not in the least, ma'am ; but you said " 

^' What !" cried lady Mary, looking round ; 
^^What did I say, that has occasioned so much 
disturbance? — I was not conscious of saying any 
thing. My dear Selina," continued her ladyship, 
appealing to a young lady, who sat very intent pon 
some drawing beside her, " my dear Selina, you 
must have heard ; what did I say ?" 

The young lady looked embarrassed; and the 
colour, which spread over her face, \>to\x^\. «. «V3A^ 
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den suspicion into lady Mary's mind : her eye darted 
back upon her son — the suspicion^ the fear was con- 
firmed; and she grew instantly pale^ silent, and 
breathless, in the attitude in which she was struck 
with this panic. The young lady's blush and em- 
barrassment had a very Afferent efiect on Vivian ; joy 
suddenly sparkled in his eyes, and illumined his whole 
countenance, for this was the first instant he had ever 
felt any hope of having obtained an interest in her 
heart. He was too much transported, at this mo- 
ment, to think either of prudence or of his mother ; 
and, when he recollected himself, he was too little 
practised in dissimulation to repair his indiscretion. 
Something he did attempt to say, and blundered, 
and laughed at his blunder; and when his mother 
looked up at him, in serious silence, he only begged 
pardon for his folly, confessed he believed he was 
mad, and, turning away abruptly, left the room, 
exclaiming that he wondered where Russell had been 
all the morning, and that he must go and hck £or 
him. A long silence ensued between Vivian's mother 
and the young lady, who were left alone together. 
Lady Mary first broke the silence, and, in a con- 
strained tone, asked, as she took up the newspaper, 
'' Whether miss Sidney had found any news ?" 

" I don't know, ma'am," answered miss Sidney, in 
a voice scarcely articulate. 

" I should have imagined there must be some news 
from the continent : but you did not find any, I think 
you say, miss Sidney;" continued lady Mary, with 
haughty, averted eyes. After turning over the pages 
of the paper, without knowing one word it contained, 
she laid it down, and rose to leave the room. Miss 
Sidney rose at the same time. 

" Lady Mary, one instant; my dear lady Mary!" 
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Lady Mary turned^ and saw Selina's supplicating 
eyes full of tears ; but her ladyship^ still retaining her 
severity of manner^ coldly said^ ^* Does miss Sidney 
desire that I should stay ? — ^Does miss Sidney wish 
to speak to me?" 

^^ I do — as soon as I can^" said Selina^ in a fal- 
tering voice ; but> raising her eyes^ and perceiving 
the contemptuous expression of lady Mary's counte- 
nance, her own instantly changed. With the firm 
tpne of conscious innocence, she repeated, " I do wish 
to speak to your ladyship, if you will hear me with 
your usual candour ; I do not expect or solicit your 
usual indulgence." 

" Miss Sidney," replied la4y Mary, " before you 
say more, it becomes me to point out to you, that the 
moment is passed for confidence between us two; 
and that in no moment could I wish to hear from 
any person, much less from one whom I had con- 
sidered as my friend, confessions, extorted by cir- 
cumstances, degrading and unavailing." 

" Your ladyship need not be apprehensive of 
hearing from me any degrading confessions," said 
miss Sidney; '' 1 have none to make: and since, 
without any just cause, without any cause for sus- 
picion, but what a blush, perhaps, or a moment's 
embarrassment of manner may have created, you 
think it becomes you to point out to me that the 
moment for confidence between us is past, I can only 
lament my mistake in having believed that it ever 
existed." 

Lady Mary's countenance and manner totally 
changed. The pride of rank yielded before the 
pride of virtue ; and perhaps the hope that she had 
really no cause for suspicion at once restored her 
jafFection for her young friend. " Let \x^ \iiv^«t%\a«v\ 

VOL. IX. c 
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one another^ my dear Selina/' said she ; ^^ if I said a 
hasty or a harsh word, forgive it. You know my 
affection for you, and my real confidence ; in action8> 
not in words, I have shown it. — In thought, as weQ 
as in actions, my confidence in you has been entire ; 
for, upon my word, and you know this is not an aa^ 
severation I lightly use^ upon my word, till that un- 
fortunate mcunent, a suspicion of you never crossed 
my imagination. The proof — ^if there could need 
any proof to you of what I assert — the proof is, the 
delight I take in your society, the ui^ent manner in 
which I have so frequently, this summer, b^ged 
your company from your mother. You know this 
would have not only been the height of insincerity, 
but of folly and madness, if I had not felt a reliance 
upon you that made me consider it as an absolute im- 
possibility that you could ever disappoint my friend- 
ship." 

'^ I thank your ladyship," said Selina^ softened by 
the kind tone in which lady Mary now sp(^e, yet 
still retaining some reserve of manner ; '^ I thsuik 
your ladyship for all your kindness — it has flattered 
me much — touched me deeply^-commanded my gra» 
titude, and influenced my conduct uniformly — I can 
and do entirely forgive the injustice of a moment ; 
and I now bid you adieu, my dear lady Mary, with 
the conviction that, if we were never to meet again, 
I should always hold that place in your esteem and 
affection with which you have honoured me, and 
which, if it be not too proud an expression, I hope I 
have deserved Won't you bid me farewell?" 

The tears gushed from lady Mary's eyes. " My 
dear, charming, and prudent Selina, I understand 
you perfectly — and I thank you : it grieves me to 
part with you — ^but I believe you are right — I believe 
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there is no other safety — ^no other remedy. How^ 
indeed^ could I expect that my son could see and hear 
you — live in the house with you^ and become in- 
timately acquainted with such a character as yours^ 
without danger ! I have been very imprudent, un- 
accountably imprudent, to expose him to such d 
temptation ; but I hope, I trust, that your prudence 
will repair, in time, the effects of my rashness — ^and 
again and again I thank you, my dear young firiend 
— >but, perhaps, it might be still better, that you 
should not leave us abruptly. Still better than your 
absence, I think, would be the conviction you might 
impress on his mind of the impossibility of his hopes : 
if you were to stay a day or two, and convince him 

by your indifference that " ** Excuse me, that 

is what I cannot undertake," said Selina, blushing, 
and conscious of blushing. Lady Mary was too po- 
lite and too delicate to seem to observe her confusion, 
but, embracing her, said : " If we must part, then 
take with you my highest esteem, affection, and gra- 
titude; and this much let me add, that my most 
sanguine expectations for my son's happiness would 
be realized, if, amongst the women to whom family 
interests must restrict his choice, he could meet with 
one of half your merit, and half your attractions." 

*^ Amongst the women to whom family interests 
must restrict his choke" repeated Selina to herself 
many times, as she journeyed homewards ; and she 
pondered much upon the meaning of this phrase. 
Vivian was sole heir to a very large property, with- 
out encumbrances of any kind ; what, therefore, was 
the necessity that restricted his choice ? The ima- 
ginary necessity of ambition, which confined him to 
a certain circle of fashionable,. or highly connected 
people. Selina Sidney, though ste 'w«a lioX. fv<^> 
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^ras of a very good gentleman's family ; her father 
had been a colonel in the British army: during his 
life> Mrs. Sidney had been in the habit of living a 
great deal in what is called the world, and in the 
best company ; and though^ since his deaths she had 
lived in retirement^ miss Sidney had received an edu-. 
cation which put her upon a footing with young 
ladies of the highest accomplishments and refine- 
ment in the kingdom. With every solid and amiable 
quality, she had all those external advantages of ap- 
pearance and manner which lady Mary Vivian valued 
most highly. Selina, who was convinced that lady. 
Mary appreciated her character, and was peculiarly 
fond of her company and conversation, could not but 
feel surprise, mixed with some indignation, perhaps 
with a little resentment, when she perceived that her 
ladyship's prejudices and ambition made her act so 
completely in contradiction to her better judgment, 
to her professions, and to her feelings of affection. 
Whatever miss Sidney thought upon this subject/ 
however, she determined to continue to act in the 
most honourable manner towards her friend : she had 
never,, till this day, had the least idea that Vivian 
loved her; but the pleasure she had for a moment, 
felt at the discovery, or bare suspicion of his love, 
convinced her that it was most prudent to retreat 
immediately ; and no £dse pride, or weak self-delur 
sion, had, even in the moment when she was most 
irritated by lady Mary's haughty suspicions, pre- 
vented ,her firom doing what she knew to be right, 
^d to be best for her o^vn happiness. Selina's ex- 
quisite sensibility could be equalled only by her 
strong sense of duty ; and, conscious of this real but 
concealed tenderness of heart, she was aware that it 
r^ziired j>ecujiar lirudence to guard herself from th^ 
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dangers of an unhappy passion. She thought it most 
probable that the love which Vivian felt for her 
might only be of a transient nature^ a passion such as. 
young men feel for the first pleasing young woman 
they see, which is easily transferred to a new object. 
Vivian was not yet of age — of a fortune far superior 
to her expectations — his mother and his guardian 
disapproved of his attachment — ^his mother was Se- 
lina's friend, and had treated her with the utmost* 
kindness. All these reasons combined, determined- 
miss Sidney to avoid seeing Vivian any more — an 
excellent resolution, in which we leave her, and re- 
turn to her lover. 

A walk with Russell had brought him back in the 
full determination of avowing his attachment sin- 
cerely to his mother, and of speaking to her ladyship 
in the most respectful manner ; but, when he found 
that miss Sidney vras gone, anger and disappointment 
made him at once forget his prudence, and his in- 
tended respect ; he declared, in the most passionate 
terms, his love for Selina Sidney, and his irrevocable 
determination to pursue her, to the end of time and 
space, in spite of all opposition whatsoever from any 
person whatever. His mother, who was prepared 
for a scene of this sort, though not for one of this 
violence, had sufficient command of temper to sustain 
it properly; her command of temper was, indeed, a 
little assisted by the hope that this passion would be 
transitory in proportion to its vehemence, much by 
the confidence she had in miss Sidne3r^s honour, and 
in her absence: lady Mary, therefore, calmly dis* 
claimed having had any part in persuading miss Sid- 
ney to that measure which had so much enraged h^r 
lover ; but her ladyship avowed, that, though it had 
Qot been necessary, for her to sugg^&l t\xe m<e:d&>xx&« 
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she highly approved of it^ and admired now, as she 
had ever admired, that young lady's prudent and 
noble conduct. 

Softened by the only thing that could, at this 
moment, soften him — praise of his mistress^— Vivian, 
in a most affectionate manner, assured his mother 
that it was her warm eulogiums of miss Sidney 
which had first turned his attention to the perfections 
of her character ; and he now inquired what possible 
objections she could make to his choice. With tiie 
generous enthusiasm of his disposition, heightened by 
all the eloquence of love, he pleaded, that his fortune 
was surely sufficient to put him above mercenary 
considerations in the choice of a wife ; tiiat in every 
point, except this one of money, Selina Sidney was^ 
in his mother's own opinion, superior to every other 
woman she could name, or wish ifor, as a daughter-in« 
law. 

^' But my tastes are not to blind me to 3rour in- 
terests," said lady Mary ; '^ you are entitled to look 
for rank and high connexion. You are the repre- 
sentative of an ancient family, have talents to make 
a figure in public ; and, in short, prejudice or not, I- 
confess it is one of the first wishes of my heart that 
you should marry into a noble family, or at least into 
one that shall strengthen your political interest, as 
well as secure your domestic happiness/* 

Vivian, of course, cursed ambition, as all men do 
whilst they are in love. His arguments and his elo.* 
queiice in favour of a private station, and of the joy« 
«f learned leisure, a competence, and domestic bliss, 
were worthy of the most renowned of ancient or 
modem philosophers. Russell was appealed to with 
much eagerness, both by mother and son, during 
their debates. He frankly declared to lady Mary^ 
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that he thought her son perfectly right in all he now 
urged^ and especially in his opinion of miss Sidney ; 
" but at the same time/' added Russell, " I appre- 
hend that he speaks, at this moment, more from pas-- 
sion than from reason ; and I fear that, in the course 
of a few months, he might, perhaps, entirely change 
his mind : therefore I think ypur ladyship is prudent 
in refusing, during the minority of your son, your 
consent to a hasty union, of which he might after- 
wards repent, and thus render both himself and a 
most amiable woman miserable." 
. Russell, after having given his opinion with the 
utmost freedom, when it was required by lady Mary, 
assured her that he should no farther interfere ; and 
he. trusted his present sincerity would be the best 
pledge to her <kF his friture discretion and honour^ 
This equitable judgment and sincerity of Russell's at 
first displeased both parties, but in time operated 
upon the reason of both : not, however, before con- 
gests had gone on long and loud between the mother 
and son — ^not before a great deal of nonsense had 
been talked on both sides. People of the best abili- 
ties often talk the most nonsense where their passions 
are concerned, because then the whole of their in- 
genuity is exercised to find arguments in favour of 
their folly. They are not, like fools, content to say. 
This is my mil; but they pique themselves on giving 
reasons for their will ; and their reasons are the rea- 
sons of madmen, excellent upon false premises. It 
happened here, as in most family quarrels, that the 
disputants would not allow sufficiently for the pre- 
judices and errors incident to their difierent ages. 
The mother would not allow for the romantic notiona 
of the son, nor could the son endure the worldly 
views of the mother* The son> who had «& ^^\> \Sk^ 
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experience of the transitory nature of the passion of 
love^ thought his mother unfeeling and barbarous^ for 
opposing him on the point where the whole happiness 
of his life was concerned ; the mother^ who had seen 
the decline and fall of so many everlasting loves, con- 
sidered him only as a person in a fever ; and thought' 
she prevented him^ by her calmness^ from doing that 
which he would repent when he should regain his 
sober senses. Without detailing the daily disputes 
which now arose, it will be sufficient to mark the 
result. 

Vivian's love had been silent, tranquil, and not 
seemingly of any great consequence, till it was op- 
posed ; but, from the instant that an obstacle inter- 
vened, it gathered strength and force, and it presently 
rose rapidly, with prodigious uproar, threatening to 
burst all bounds, and to destroy every thing that 
stopped its course. Lady Mary was now inclined to 
try what effect lessening the opposition might pro- 
duce. To do her justice, she was also moved to this 
by some nobler motives than fear; or, at least, her 
fears were not of a selfish kind : she dreaded that her 
son's health and permanent happiness might be in- 
jured by this violent passion ; she was apprehensive 
of becoming an object of his aversion; of utterly 
losing his confidence, and all power over his mind : 
but^ chiefly, her generous temper was moved and won 
by Selina Sidney's admirable conduct. During the 
whole time that Vivian used every means to see her, 
to write to her, and to convince her of the fervour of 
his love, though he won all her friends over to hi» 
interests, though she heard his praises from morning 
till night firom all who surrounded her, and though 
her own heart, perhaps, pleaded more powerfully^ 
than all the rest in his favour ; yet she never, for one 
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instant/ gave him the slightest encouragement. Lady 
Mary's esteem and afiection were so much increased 
by these strong proofs of friendship and honour^ that 
her prejudices yielded; and she at length declared^ 
that if her son continued^ till he was of age^ to feel 
the same attachment for this amiable girl^ she would 
give her consent to their union. But this^ she added, 
she promised only on one condition — that her son 
should abstain from all attempts, in the interval, to 
see or correspond . with miss Sidney, and that he 
should set out immediately to travel with Mr. Rus- 
sell. Transported with love, and joy, and victory, 
Vivian promised every thing that was required of 
him, embraced his mother, and set out upon his 
travels. 

" Allow,*' said he triumphantly to Russell, as the 
chaise drove from the door, '^ allow, my good friend, 
that you were mistaken in your fears of the weakness 
of my character, and of the yielding facility of my 
temper. You see how firm I have been — you see 
what battle I have made — you see how I have stood 
out:* 

*' I never doubted," said Russell, '^ your love of 
your own freewill — I never doubted your fear of 
being governed, especially by your mother ; but you 
do not expect that I should allow this to be a proof 
of strength of character." 

** What ! do you suppose I act from love of my 
own freewill merely? — Do you call my love for 
Selina Sidney weakness ? — Oh ! take care, Russell ; 
for if I once find you pleading my mother's cause 
against your conscience—" 

" You will never find me j)leading any cause 
against my conscience. I have told your mother, as 
I have told you, my opinion of miss Sidney — my firm 
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opinion— that she is peculiarly calculated to make the 
happiness of your life> provided you continue to love 
her." 

'* Provided! — Oh !" cried Vivian, laughing, " spare 
your musty provisoes, my dear philosopher ! Would 
not any one think, now, you were an old man of 
ninety ? If this is all you have to fear, I am happy 
indeed." 

" At present," said Russell, calmly, " I have no 
fear, as I have just told your mother, but that you 
should change your mind before you are of age." 

Vivian grew quite indignant at this suggestion. 
" You are angry with me," said Russell, " and so 
was your mother : she was angry because I said, I 
feared, instead of, I hoped, you would change your 
mind. Both parties are angry with me for my sin-* 
cerity." 

" Sincerity ! — ^no; but I am angry with you for 
your absurd suspicions of my constancy." 

*' If they are absurd, you need not be angry," said 
Russell : '' I shall be well pleased to see their ab- 
surdity demonstrated." 

'' Then I can demonstrate it this moment." 
^^ Pardon me ; not this moment ; you must take 
time into the account. I make no doubt but that, at 
this moment, you are heartily in love with miss Sid- 
ney ; but the thing to be proved is, that your passion 
will not decline in force, in proportion as it meets 
with less resistance. If it does, you will acknowledge 
that it was more a love of your own freewill than a 
love of your mistress that has actuated you, which waa 
the thing to be proved." 

*' Hateful Q. E. D. !" cried Vivian ; " you shall 
see the contrary, and, at least, I will triumph over* 
you." 
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If Russell had ever used art in his management of 
Vivian's mind^ he might have been suspected of using 
it in ^Etvour of miss Sidney at this instant ; for this 
prophecy of Vivian's inconstancy was the most likely 
means to prevent its accomplishment. Frequently^ 
in the course of their tour^ when Vivian was in any 
situation where his constancy was tempted^ he recol« 
lected Russell's prediction^ and was proud to remind 
him how much he had been mistaken. In shorty the 
destined time for their return home arrived— -Vivian 
presented himself before his mother^ and claimed her 
promise. She was somewhat surprised^ and a little 
disappointed^ by our hero's constancy ; but she could 
not retract her word ; and^ since her compliance was 
BOW unavoidable^ she wais determined that it should 
be gracious. She wrote to Seliua, therefore^ with 
great kindness^ sayings that whatever vievrs of other 
connexions she might formerly have had for her son, 
she had now relinquished them, convinced, by the 
constancy of her son's attachment, and by the merit 
of its object, that his own choice would most effectu-' 
ally ensure his happiness, and that of all his friends. 
Her ladyship added expressions of her regard and 
esteem, and of the pleasure she felt in the thoughts 
of finding in her daughter-in-law a friend and com- 
panion, whose society was peculiarly agreeable to her 
taste and suited to her character. This letter en^ 
tirely dissipated Selina's scruple of conscience ; Vi- 
vian's love and merit, all his good and all his agree- 
able qualities, had now full and unreproved power to 
work upon her tender heart. His generous, open 
temper, his candour, his warm attachment to his 
friends, his cultivated understanding, his brilliant 
talents, his easy, well-bred, agreeable manners, all 
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heightened in their power to please by the charm of 
love^ justified^ even in the eyes of the aged and pru- 
dent^ the passion he inspired. Selina became ex- 
tremely attached to him; and she loved with the- 
delightful belief that there was not^ in the mind of 
her lover^ the seed of a single vice which threatened 
danger to his virtues or to their mutual happiness^ 
With his usual candour^ he had laid open his whole 
diaracter to her^ as £m' as he knew it himself; and. 
had warned her of that vacillation of temper^ that 
easiness to be led^ which Russell had pointed out as 
a dangerous fault in his disposition. But of this 

^opensity Selina had seen no symptoms ; on the oon-^^ 
trary^ the steadiness of her lover in his attachment tio. 
her — the only point on which she had yet seen him; 
tried — decided her to trust to the persuasive voice of 
love and hope^ and to believe that Russell's friendship 
had^ in this instance^ been too harsh or too timorous, 
in its forebodings. 

Nothing now delayed the marriage of Vivian and 
Selina but certain l^al rites^ which were to be per- 
formed on his coming of age> and before marriage 
settlements could be drawn; — and the parties were 
doomed to wait for the arrival of some trustee who 
was with his regiment abroad. All these delays 
Vivian, of course, cursed ; but, upon the whole, they 

.were borne by him with heroic patience, and by Selina 
with all the tranquillity of confiding love, happy in 

, the present, and not too anxious for the future. 
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CHAPTER II. 

" My dear Russell/' said Vivian, " love shall not 
make me forget friendship. Before I marry, I must 
see you provided for. Believe me, this was the first 
^^^me of the first pleasures I promised myself, in be- 
cdftaing master of a good fortune. Other thoughts, I 
confess, have put it out of my head ; so, now, let me 
tell you at once. I hate paltry surprises with my 
friends : I have, you know^-or rather, probably, you 
do not know, for you are the most disinterested fellow 
upon earth — I have an excellent living in my gift ; it 
shall be yours— <»nsider it as such, from this moment. 
If I knew a more deserving man, I would give it to 
him, upon my honour— so you can't refuse me. The 
incumbent can't live long — he is an old, very old, in- 
firm man; you'll have the living in a year or two, 
and, in the mean time, stay with me. I ask it as a 
favour, from a friend ; and you see how much I want 
a friend of your firm character ; and I hope you see; 
also, how much I can value, in others, the qualities 
in which I am myself deficient." 

Russell was much pleased and touched by Vivian's 
generous gratitude, and. by the delicacy, as well as 
kindness, of the manner in which he made this offer : 
but Russell could not, consistently with his feelings 
or his principles, live in a state of dependent idleness, 
waiting for a rich living and the death of an old in- 
cumbent. He told Vivian that he had too much 
affection for him, and too much respect for himself, 
ever to run the hazard of sinking from the rank of 
an independent friend. After rallying him, without 
effect, on his pride, Vivian acknowledged th^t he woa 
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forced to admire him the more for his spirit. Lady 
Mary^ too^ who was a great and sincere admirer of 
independence of character^ warmly applauded Mr. 
Russell^ and recommended him^ in tlie highest terms^ 
to a nobleman in the neighbourhood^ who happened 
to be in want of a preceptor for his only son. This 
nobleman was lord Glistonbury: his lordship was 
eager to engage a person of Russell's reputation for 
talents ; so the affair was quickly arranged^ and lady 
Mary Vivian and her son went to pay a morning visit 
at Glistonbury Castle^ on purpose to accompany Rus« 
sell on his first introduction to the family. As they 
approached the castle^ Vivian was struck with its 
venerable Gothic appearance ; he had not had a near 
view of it for some years^ and he looked at it with 
new eyes. Formerly he had seen it only as a ]^ic« 
turesque ornament to the country; but now that he was 
himself possessor of an estate in the vicinity, he con- 
sidered Glistonbury Castle as a point of comparison, 
which rendered him dissatisfied with his own mansion. 
As he drove up the avenue, and beheld the towers, 
turrets, battlements, and massive entrance, his mo- 
ther, who was a woman of taste, strengthened, by her 
exclamations on the beauty of Grothic architecture, the 
wish that was rising in his mind to convert his mo- 
dem house into an ancient castle : she could not help 
sighing, whilst she reflected, that, if her son's af- 
fections had not been engaged, he might, perhaps, 
have obtained the heart and hand of one of the fair 
daughters of this castle. Lady Mary went no fiEuther, 
even in her inmost thoughts ; for she was no double- 
dealer, no intriguante: she had expressed her dis- 
appointment and anger warmly and openly at first, 
when she heard of her son's attachment to miss Sid- 
ney ; but that young's lady conduct had now won her 
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ladyship's consent to her son's marriage; and^ in- 
capable of double-dealing, lady Mary resolved never 
even to let him know what her wishes had been with 
respect to a connexion with the Glistonbury family. 
But the very reserve and discretion with which her 
ladyship spoke — a reserve unusual with her^ and un- 
suited to the natural warmth of her manner and tem- 
per—might have betrayed her to an acute and cool 
observer. Vivian, however, at this instant was too 
much intent upon castle-building to admit any other 
ideas. 

. When the carriage drove under the great gateway 
and stopped, Vivian exclaimed, ^^What a fine old 
castle ! how surprised Selina Sidney would be, how 
delighted, to see my house metamorphosed into such 
a castle !" 

, '' It is a magnificent castle, indeed !" said lady 
Mary, with a sigh : ** I think there are the lady Lid- 
hursts on the terrace. And here comes my lord 
Glistonbury with his son." 

" My pupil ?" said Russell ; " I hope the youth is 
fiuch as I can become attached to. Life would be 
wretched indeed without attachment — of some sort 
or other. But I must not expect," added he, ^^ to 
find a second time a friend in a pupil — and such a 
iriend !" 

Sentiment, or the expression of the tenderness he 
felt for his friends, was so unusual from Russell, that 
it had double effect ; and Vivian was so much struck 
by it, that he could scarcely collect his thoughts in 
-time to speak to lord Glistonbury, who came to re- 
ceive his guests, attended by three hangers on of the 
iamily, a chaplain, a captain, and a young lawyer. 
His lordship was scarcely past the meridian of life ; 
yet, in spite of his gay and debonair manner, he 
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looked old> as if he was paying for the libertinism of 
his youth by premature decrepitude. His counte- 
nance announced pretensions to ability : his easy and 
affable address^ and the facility with which he ex-' 
pressed himself^ gained him credit^ at firsts for much 
more understanding than he really possessed. There 
was a plausibility in all he said ; but> if it was ex- 
amined^ there was nothing in it but nonsense. Some 
of his expressions appeared brilliant; some of his 
sentiments just ; but there was a want of consistency/ 
a want of a pervading mind in his conversation^ which^' 
to good judges^ betrayed the truths that all his opi- 
nions were adopted^ not formed ; all his maxims com- 
monplace ; his wit mere repetition ; his sense merely 
tact. After proper thanks and compliments to lady 
Mary and Mr. Vivian^ for securing for him such ft 
treasure as Mr. Russell^ he introduced lord Lidhurst, 
a sickly^ bashful boy of fourteen^ to his new governor, 
with polite expressions of unbounded confidence, and 
a rapid enunciation of undefined and contradictory 
expectations. 

^^ Mr. Russell will, I am perfectly persuaded, make 
Lidhurst every thing we can desire," said his lord- 
ship ; ^* an honour to his country, an ornament to 
his family. It is my decided opinion that man is but 
a bundle of habits ; and it's my maxim, that educa- 
tion is second nstuTe—ifirst, indeed, in many cases. 
Por, except that I am staggered about original genius, 
I own I conceive with Hartley, that early impressions 
and associations are all in all: his vibrations and 
vibratiuncles are quite satisfactory. But what I par- 
ticularly wish for Lidhurst, sir, is, that he should be 
trained as soon as possible into a statesman. Mr. 
Vivian, I presume, you mean to follow up public 
business, and ip doubt will make a figure. So I 
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propbesy — and I am used to these things. And 
from Lidhurst^ too^ under similar tuition^ I may with 
reason expect miracles— 'hope to hear him thundering 
in the house of commons in a few years — ^'confess 'am 
not quite so impatient to have the young dog in the 
house of incurables ; for you know he could not be 
there without being in my shoes^ which I have not 

done with yet — ^ha ! ha ! ha ! Each in his tum^ 

my boy! — In the mean time^ lady Mary, shall we 
join the ladies yonder, on the terrace ? Lady Gliston- 
bury walks so slow, that she will be seven hours in 
coming to us ; so we had best go to her ladyship— if 
the mountain won't go to Mahomet, you know, of 
course, what follows." 

On their way to the terrace, lord Glistonbury, who 
always heard himself speak with singular complacency, 
continued to give his ideas on education ; sometimes 
appealing to Mr. Russell, sometimes happy to catch 
the eye of lady Mary. 

'^ Now, my idea for Lidhurst is simply this : — that 
he should know every thing that is in all the best 
books in the library, but yet that he should be the 
farthest possible from a book- worm — that he should 
never, except in a set speech in the house, have the 
air of having opened a book in his life — mother-wit 
for me ! — in most cases — and that easy style of ori- 
ginality, which shows the true gentleman. As to 

morals ^Lidhurst, walk on, my boy as to morals, 

I confess I couldn't bear to see any thing of the Joseph 
Surface about him. A youth of spirit must, you 
know, Mr. Vivian— —excuse me, lady Mary, this is an 

aside ^be something of a latitudinarian to keep in 

the fashion : not that I mean to say so exactly to Lid- 
hurst — ^no, no — on the contrary, Mr. Russell, it is 
our cue, as well as this reverend gentleman'Sj" look- 

VOI/. IX, Tl 
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ing back at the chaplain^ who bowed assent before 
he knew to what^ '' it is our cue^ as well as this re- 
verend gentleman's^ to preach prudence, and tem- 
perance, and all the cardinal virtues." 

'^ Cardinal virtues ! very good, fisuth ! my lord," 
said the lawyer, looking at the clergyman. 

" Temperance I" repeated the chaplain, winking at 
the officer ; '^ upon my soul, my lord, that's too bad." 

*' Prudence /" repeated the captain ; " that's too 
clean a cut at poor Wicksted, my lord." 

Before his lordship had time to preach any more 
prudence, they arrived within bowing distance of the 
ladies, who had, indeed, advanced at a very slow rate. 
Vivian was not acquainted with any of the ladies 
ai the Glistonbury family ; for they had, till this 
summer, resided at another of their country seats, in 
a distant county. His mother had often met them 
at parties in town. 

Lady Glistonbury was a thin, stiffened, flattened 
figure— she was accompanied by two other female 
forms, one old, the other young ; not each a different 
grace, but alike all three in angularity, and in a cold 
haughtiness of mien. After reconnoitring with their 
glasses the party of gentlemen, these ladies quickened 
their step ; and lady Glistonbury, making her coun* 
tenance as affable as it was in its nature to be, ex- 
claimed, ^' My dear lady Mary Vivian ! have I the 
pleasure to see your ladyship ? — They told me it was 
only visitors to my lord." 

Mr. Vivian had then the honour of being intro- 
duced to her ladyship, to her eldest daughter, lady 
Sarah Lidhurst, and to miss Strictland, the governess. 
By all of these ladies he was most graciously re- 
ceived ; but poor Russell was not so fortunate ; no- 
thing could be more cold and repulsive than their 
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reception of him. This did not make lady Sarah 
appear very agreeable to Vivian; he thought her, 
at this first view, one of the least attractive young 
women he had ever beheld. 

" Where is my Julia ?" inquired lord Glistonbury. 
'' Ah ! there she goes, yonder, all life and spirits. " 

Vivian looked as his lordship directed his eye, and 
saw, at the farthest end of the terrace, a young girl 
of about fifteen, running very fast, with a hoop, 
which she was keeping up with great dexterity for 
the amusement of a little boy who was with her. 
The governess no soonw saw this than she went in 
pursuit of her young ladyship, calling after her, in 
various tones and phrases of reprehension, in French, 
Italian, and English ; and asking whether this was 
a becoming employment for a yoimg lady of her age 
and rank* Heedless of these reproaches, lady Julia 
still ran on, away from her governess, '' to chase the 
rolling circle's speed," down the slope of the terrace ; 
thither miss Strictland dared not pursue, but con- 
tented herself with standing on the brink, reiterating 
her remonstrances. At length the hoop fell, and the 
young lady returned, not to her governess, but, 
running lightly up the slope of the terrace, to her 
surprise, she came full in view of the company 
before she was aware that any strangers were there. 
Her straw hat being at the back of her head, lady 
Glistonbury, with an indignant look, pulled it forwards. 

" What a beautiful colour ! what a sweet counte- 
nance lady Julia has !" whispered lady Mary Vivian 
to lord Glistonbury : at the same time she could not 
refrain from glancing her eyes towards her son, to see 
what effect was produced upon him. Vivian's eyes 
met hers ; and this single look of his mother's re- 
vealed to him all that she had, in her great prudence. 
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resolved to conceal. He smiled at her^ and then at * 
Russell^ as much as to say^ ^^ Surely^ there can be 
no comparison between such a child as this and Se- 
lina Sidney !" 

A few minutes afterwards^ in consequence of a 
sign from lady Glistonbury^ Julia disappeared with 
her governess; and the moment was unnoticed by 
Vivian, who was then, as his mother observed, look- • 
ing up at one of the turrets of the old castle. All 
its inhabitants were at this time uninteresting to him, 
except so far as they regarded his friend Russell ; 
but the castle itself absorbed his attention. Lord 
Glistonbury, charmed to see how he was struck by it, 
offered to show him over every part of the edifice ; an 
offer which he and lady Mary gladly accepted. Lady 
Glistonbury excused herself, professing to be unable 
to sustain the fatigue : she deputed her eldest daughter • 
to attend lady Mary in her stead ; and this was the 
only circumstance which diminished the pleasure to 
Vivian, for he was obliged to show due courtesy to 
this stiff taciturn damsel at every turn, whilst he was 
intent upon seeing the architecture of the castle, and 
the views fT<»n the windows of the towers and loop- 
holes of the galleries ; all which lady Sarah pointed 
out with a cold, ceremonious civility, and a formal 
exactness of proceeding, which enraged Vivian's en- 
thusiastic temper. The visit ended : he railed half 
the time he was going home against their fair, or, as 
he called her, their petrified guide ; then, full of the 
Gothic beauties of Glistonbury, he determined, as 
soon as possible, to turn his own modern house into 
a castle. The very next morning he had an architect 
to view it, and to examine its capabilities. It hap- 
pened that, about this time, several of the noblemen 
imd gentry, in the county in which Vivian resided. 
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had been seized with this rage for turning comfort- 
able houses into uninhabitable castles. And^ however 
perverse or impracticable this retrograde movement 
in architecture might seem^ there were always at hand 
professional projectors^ to convince gentlemen that 
' nothing was so feasible and easy. Provided always 
that gentlemen approve their estimates as well as 
their plans^ they undertake to carry buildings back^ 
in a trice^ two^ or three^ or half a dozen centuries^ as 
may be required^ to make them Gothic or Saracenic^ 
and to ^^ add every grace that time alone can give." 
A few days after Vivian had been at Glistonbury 
Castle^ when lord Glistonbury came to return the 
visits Russell^ who accompanied his lordship^ found 
his friend encompassed with plans and elevations. 

" Surely, my dear Vivian," said he, seizing the 
first moment he could speak to him, *^ you are not 
going to spoil this excellent house ? It is completely 
fini^ed, in handscnne modem architecture, perfectly 
comfortable and convenient, Hght, airy, large enough, 
warm rooms, well distributed, with ample means of 
getting at each apartment ; and if you set about to 
new-model and transform it into a castle, you must, 
I see, by your plan, alter the proportions of almost 
every room, and spoil the comfort of the whole ; turn 
square to round, and round again to square; and, 
worse than all, turn light to darkness-— only for the 
sake of having what is called a castle, but what has 
not, in fact, any thing of the grandeur or solid mag- 
nificence of a real ancient edifice. These modem 
baby-house miniatures of castles, which gentlemen 
ruin themselves to build, are, after all, the most 
paltry, absurd things imaginable." 

To this Vivian was, after some dispute, forced to 
agree ; but he said, *' that his should not be o. ba]^- 
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Jiouse ; that he would go to any expense to make it 
really magnificent." 

'^ As magnificent; I suppose^ as Glistonbury Castle?" 

" If possible : — that is, I confess, the object of my 
onulation." 

'^ Ah," said Russell, shaking his head, *' these are 
the objects of emulation, for which countiy gentlemen 
often ruin themselves ; barter their independence and 
real respectability ; reduce themselves to distress and 
disgrace: these are the objects for which they sell 
either their estates or their country ; become placemen 
or b^^ars ; and end either in the liberties of the 
King's Bench, or the slaveries of St. James's." 

*^ Impossible for me ! you know my public prin- 
ciples," said Vivian ; ^^ and you know that I think 
the life of an independent country gentleman the 
most respectable of all others — you know my prin- 
ciples." 

*' I know your facility," said Russell : " if you 
b^n by sacrificing thus to your taste, do you think 
you will not end by sacrificing to your interest ?" * 

*' Never ! never !" cried Vivian. 

'' Then you imagine that a strong temptation will 
not act where a weak one has been found irresistible." 

" Of this I am certain," said Vivian ; " I could 
never be brought to sell my country, or to fiorfeit my 
honour." 

'^ Perhaps not," said Russell : " you might, in 
your utmost need, have another alternative; you 
might forfeit your love ; you might give up Selina 
Sidney, and marry for money — all for the ^e of a 
castle r 

Struck by this speech, Vivian exclaimed, " I would 
give up a thousand castles rather than run such a 
hazard! 
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'* Let us then coolly calculate/' said Russell. 
'' What would the castle cost you ?" 

The expense^ even by the estimates of the architects, 
which^ in the execution^ are usually doubled^ was 
enormous^ such as Vivian acknowledged was unsuited 
even to his ample fortune. His fortune^ though con- 
siderable^ was* so entailed^ that he would ^ if he ex- 
ceeded his income^ be soon reduced to difficulties 
for ready money. But then his mother had several 
thousands in the stocks^ which she was ready to lend 
him to forward this castle^building. It was a project 
which pleased her taste^ and gratified her aristocratic 
notions. 

Vivian assured his friend at partings that his reason 
was convinced ; that he would not yield to the whims 
of taste^ and that he would prudently give up his 
folly. So he determined : he abided by his deter- 
mination till he heard numbers speak on the other 
side of the question. With Vivian^ those who spoke 
last frequently seemed to speak best ; and, in general, 
the number of voices overpowered the weight of ar- 
gument. By the persuasions of his mother, the ex- 
ample of his neighbours, and the urgency of architects 
and men of taste who got about him soon afterwards, 
he was convinced that there was no living without 
a castle, and that the expense would be next to nothing 
at all. Convinced, we should not say ; for he yielded, 
against his conviction, from mere want of power to 
resist reiterated solicitations. He had no other motive; 
for the enthusiasm raised by the view of Glistonbury 
Castle had passed away : he plainly saw what Russell 
had pointed out to him, that he should spoil the 
inside of his house for the sake of the outside ; and, 
for his own part, he preferred comfort to show. It 
tvas notj therefore, to please his own taste that he ran 
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into this imprudent expense^ but merely to gratify 
the taste of others. 

Now the bustle of building began^ and workmen 
swarmed round his house ; the foundations sank^ the 
scaffolds rose ; and many times did Vivian sigh and 
repent, when he saw how much was to be undone 
before any thing could be done ; when he found his 
, house dismantled, saw the good ceilings and elegant 
cornices knocked to pieces, saw the light domes and 
modem sashes give way; all taken out to be re- 
placed, at profuse expense, by a clumsy imitation of 
Grothic ; how often did he sigh and csJculate, when 
he saw the tribes of workmen file off as their dinner 
bell rang ! how often did he bless himself, when he 
beheld the huge beams of timber dragged into his 
yards, and the solid masses of stone brought from a 
.quarry at an enormous distance ! — Vivian perceived 
that the expense would be treble the estimate ; and 
said, that if the thing was to do again, he would 
never consent to it ; but now, as lady Mary observed, 
it was too late to repent ; and it was, at any rate, 
best to go on and finish it with spirit — since it was 
impossible (nobody knows why) to stop. He hurried 
on the workmen with impatience ; for he was anxious 
to have the roof and some apartments in his castle 
finished before his marriage, as he thought this would 
be an agreeable surprise to his bride. The dilatorl- 
ness of the lawyers, and the want of the trustee, who 
had not yet arrived in England, were no longer com- 
plained of so grievously by the lover. Russell, one 
day, as he saw Vivian overlooking his workmen, and 
urging them to expedition, smiled, and asked whether 
the impatience of an architect, or of a lover, was now 
predominant in his mind. Vivian, rather offended 
by the question, replied, that his eagerness to finish 
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this part of his castle arose from his desire to give an 
agreeable surprise to his bride ; and he declared that 
his passion for Selina was as ardent^ at this moment^ 
as it had ever been; but that it was impossible to 
make laivyers move faster than their accustomed 
pace; and that miss Sidney was too secure of his 
aifection^ and he too well convinced of hers^ to feel 
that sort of anxiety^ which persons who had less con- 
fidence in each other might experience in similar cir- 
cumstances. This was all very true, and very rea- 
sonable ; but Russell could not help perceiving that 
Vivian's language and tone were somewhat altered 
since the time when he was ready to brave heaven 
and earth to marry his mistress, without licence or 
consent of friends, without the possibility of waiting 
a few months till he was of age. In fact, though 
Vivian would not allow it, this consent of friends, this 
ceasing of opposition, this security and tranquillity 
of happiness, had ccmsiderably changed the appear- 
ance, at least, of his love. Lady Mary perceived it, 
with a resolution to say nothing, and see how it 
would end. Selina did not perceive it for some time; 
for she was of a most unsuspicious temper ; and her 
confidence in Vivian was equal to the fondness of her 
love. She began to think, indeed, that the lawyers 
were provokingly slow; and when Vivian did not 
'blame them as much as he used to do, she only 
thought that he understood business better than she 
did — besides, the necessary trustee was not come — 
and, in short, the last thing that occurred to her 
mind was to blame Vivian. 

The trustee at length arrived, and the castle was 
almost in the wished-for state of forwardness, when a 
new cause of delay arose — a county election: but 
how this election was brought on, and how it wa& 
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conducted, it is necessary to record. It happened 
that a relation of Vivian's was appointed to a new 
seventy-four gun ship, of which he came to take the 
command at Yarmouth, which was within a few miles 
of him. Vivian recollected that his friend Russell 
had often expressed a desire to go on board a man of 
war. Vivian, therefore, after having appointed a day 
for their going, went to Glistonbury to invite Rus- 
sell : his pupil, lord Lidhurst, begged to be permitted 
to accompany them : and lady Julia, the moment she 
heard of this new seventy-four gun ship, was, as her 
governess expressed it, wild to be of the party. In- 
deed any thing that had the name of a party of plea- 
sure, and that promised a transient relief from the 
tedious monotony in which her days passed; any 
thing that gave a chance of even a few hours' release 
from the bondage in which she was held between the 
restraints of the most rigid of governesses and the 
proudest of mothers, appeared delightful to this lively 
&nd childish girl. She persecuted her governess with 
entreaties, till at last she made miss Strictland go 
with her petition to lady Glistonbury ; whilst, in the 
mean time, lady Julia overwhelmed her father with 
caresses, till he consented ; and, with much difficulty, 
prevailed upon lady Glistonbury to give her permis- 
sion for the young ladies to go with their governess, 
their brother, their father, and lady Mary Vivian, on 
this excursion. The invitation was now extended to all 
the company then at the castle ; including the repre- 
sentative of the county, who, being just threatened with 
a fit of the gout, brought on by hard drinking at the 
last election, expressed some reluctance to going with 
this party on the water. But this gentleman was now 
paying his humble devoirs to the lady Sarah Lid- 
hurst ; and it was represented to him, by all who 
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understood the ground, that he would give mortal 
offence if he did not go ; so it was ruled, that, hot or 
cold, gout or no gout, he must appear in the lady 
Sarah's train : he submitted to this perilous necessity 
in the most gallant manner. The day proved tole- 
rably fine — ^Vivian had an elegant entertainment pro- 
vided for the company, under a marquee pitched on 
the shore — ^they embarked in a pleasure-boat — lady 
Sarah was very sick, and her admirer very cold ; but 
lady Julia was in ecstasies at every thing she saw 
and felt — she feared nothing, found nothing incon- 
venient — ^was charmed to be drawn so easily horn the 
beat up the high side of the ship— charmed to find 
herself on deck— charmed to see the sails, the ropes, 
the rigging, the waves, the sea,' the sun, the clouds, 
the sailors, the cook dressing dinner — all, all indis- 
eriminately charmed her ; and, like a school-girl broke 
loose, she ran about, wild with spirits, asking ques- 
tions, some sensible, some silly; laughing at her own 
folly, flying from this side to that, from one end of 
the ship to the other, down the ladders and up again; 
whilst Mr. Russell, who was deputed to take care of 
her, could scarcely keep up with her : lord Gliston- 
bury stood by, holding his sides and laughing aloud : 
miss Strictland, quite disabled by the smell of the 
ship, was lying on a bed in the state cabin ; and lady 
Sarah, all the time shaded by an umbrella held by 
her shivering admirer, sat, as if chained upright, in 
her chair of state, upon deck, scorning her sister's 
childish levity, and proving herself, with all due pro- 
priety, incapable of being moved to surprise or ad- 
miration by any object on land or sea. 

Lady Mary Vivian, while she observed with a 
quick eye all that passed, and read her son's thoughts, 
was fully persuaded that neither of the lady Lidk\u%\»% 
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would be likely to suit his taste^ even if his affections 
were disengaged : the one was too childish, the other 
too stiff. " Yet their birth and connexions, and their 
consequence in the county," thought lady Mary, 
*' would have made their alliance highly desirable." 
Every body seemed weary at the close of this day's 
entertainment, except lady Julia, who kept it up 
with indefieitigable gaiety, and could hardly believe 
that it was time to go home, when the boat was an- 
nounced to row them to shore : heedless, and abso- 
lutely dizzy with talking and laughing, her ladyship, 
escaping ham the assistance of sailors and gentlemen, 
made a false step in getting into the boat, and, falling 
over, would have sunk for ever, but for Mr. Rus- 
sell's presence of mind. He seized her with a strong 
grasp, and saved her. The fright sobered her com- 
pletely; and she sat wrapped in greatcoats, as silent, 
as tractable, and as wet as possible, during the re- 
mainder of the way to shore. The screams, the 
ejaculations, the reprimands from miss Strictland ; 
the questions, the reflections, to which this incident 
led, may possibly \^ conceived, but cannot be enu- 
merated. 

This event, however alarming at the moment, had 
no serious consequence; forladyJulia, caught neither 
fever nor cold, though miss Strictland was morally 
certain her ladyship would have one or the other ; 
indeed she insinuated, that her ladyship deserved to 
have both. Lady Sarah's poor shivering knight of 
the shire, however, did not escape so well. Obliged 
to row home, in a damp evening, without his great- 
coat, which he had been forced to offer to lady Julia, 
in a pleasure-boat, when he should have been in flan- 
nels or in bed, he had " cause to rue the boating of 
this day." His usual panacea of the gout did not 
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come as expected^ to set him up again. The cold he ' 
caught this day killed him. Lady Sarah Lidhurst 
was precisely as sorry as decorum required. But the 
bustle of a new election was soon to obliterate the 
memory of the old member^ in the minds of his nu- 
merous friends. Lord Glistonbury^ and several other 
voices in the county, called upon Vivian to stand on 
the independent interest. There was to be a contest : 
for a government candidate declared himself at the 
same moment that application was made to Vivian. 
The expense of a contested election alarmed both 
Vivian and his mother. Gratified as she was by the 
honour of this offer, yet she had the prudence to ad- 
vise her son rather to go into parliament as represen- 
tative for a borough than to hazard the expense of a 
contest for the county. Miss Sidney, also, whom he 
consulted upon this occasion, supported his mother's 
prudent advice, in the most earnest manner ; and 
Vivian was inclined to follow this counsel, till lord 
GHstonbury came one morning to plead the contrary 
side of the question : he assured Vivian, that, from 
his experience of the county, he was morally certain 
they should carry it without trouble, and with no 
expense worth mentioning. These were only general 
phrases, to be sure, not arguments ; but these, joined 
to her ambition to see her son member for the county, 
at length overpowered lady Mary's better judgment : 
her urgent entreaties were now joined to those of lord 
GHstonbury, and of many loud-tongued electioneerers, 
who proved to Vivian, by every thing but calcula- 
tion, that he must be returned if he would but stand 
•—if he would only declare himself. Russell and his 
own prudence strongly counselled him to resist these 
clamorous importunities; the two preceding candi- 
dates, whose fortunes had been nearly as good as his, 
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had been ruined by the contests. Vivian was very 
youngs but just of age ; and Russell observed^ ^^ that 
it would be better for him to see something more of 
the worlds before he should embark in politics^ and 
plunge into public business." '' True/' said Vivian; 
" but Mr. Pitt was only three-and-twenty when he 
was minister of England. I am not ambitious^; but 
I should certainly like to distinguish myself^ if I 
could ; and whilst I feel in youth the glow of patriot^- 
ism, why should I not serve my country ?" 

'^ Serve it, and welcome," said Russell : '' but don't 
begin by ruining yourself by a contested election ; or 
dse, whatever glow of patriotism you may feel, it will 
be out of your power to be an honest member of par- 
liament. If you must go into parliament immediately 
for the good of your country, go in as member for 
some borough, which will hot ruin you." 

*' But the committee of our friends will be so dis- 
appointed if I decline ; and my mother, who has now 
set her heart upon it, and lord Glistonbury, and Mr. 

C , and Mr. G , and Mr. D , who are 

such zealous friends, and who urge me so much " 

'' Judge for yourself," said Russell, " and don't let 
any persons who happen to be near you persuade you 
to see with their eyes, and decide with their wishes. 
Zealous friends, indeed !— because they love to make 
themselves of consequence, by bawling and scamper- 
ing about at an election ! — And you would let such 
people draw you on to ruin yourself." 

" I will show you that they «hall not," cried Vivian, 
seizing a sheet of paper, and sitting down immediately 
to write the copy of a circular letter to his friends, 
informing them, vdth many thanks, that he declined 
to stand for the county. Russell eagerly wrote copies 
of this letter, which Vivian declared should be sent 
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early the next morning. But no sooner was Russell 
out of sight than lady Mary Vivian resumed her ar- 
guments in favour of commencing his canvass imme- 
diately^ and before his friends idiould cool. When 
she saw the letters that he had been writings she was 
excessively indignant; and^ by a torrent of female 
and maternal eloquence^ he was absolutely over- 
whelmed. Auxiliaries poured in to her ladyship on 
all sides ; horsemen after horsemen^ freeholders of all 
degrees^ now flocked to the house^ hearing that Mr. 
Vivian had thoughts of standing for the county. They 
were unanimously loud in their assurances of success. 
Old and new copies of poll books were produced^ and 
the different interests of the county counted and re- 
countedj balanced and counterbalanced^ again and 
again^ by each person after his own fashion : and it 
was proved to Mr. Vivian^ in black and white, and as 
plain as Jlgares could make it, that he had the game 
in his own hands ; and that^ if he would but declare 
himself^ the other candidate would^ the very next day^ 
they would be bound for it^ decline the contest. Vivian 
had a clear head^ and a competent knowledge of arith- 
metic ; he saw the fallacies and inaccuracies in their 
modes of computation ; he saw^ upon examining the 
books^ that the state of the county interests was very 
different from what they pretended or believed ; and 
he was convinced that the opposite candidate would 
not decline : but after Vivian had stated these reasons 
ten times^ and his mother and his electioneering par- 
tisans had reiterated their assertions twenty times^ he 
yielded, merely because they had said twice as much 
as he had, and because, poor easy man ! he had not 
power to resist continuity of solicitation. 

He declared himself candidate for the county; and 
was soon immersed in all the toil^ trouble, veKati<aQL> 
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and expense^ of a contested election. Of course^ his 
marriage was now to be postponed till the election 
should be over. Love and county politics have little 
affinity. What the evils of a contested election are 
can be fully known only to those by whom they have 
been personally experienced. The contest was bitter. 
The Glistonbury interest was the strongest which sup- 
ported Vivian: lord Glistonbury and his lordship's 
Jriends were warm in his cause. Not that they had 
any particular regard for Vivian ; but he was to be 
their memhery opposed to the court candidate^ whom 
his lordship was anxious to keep out of the county. 
Lord Glistonbury had once been a strong friend to 
government^ and was thought a confirmed courtier, 
especially as he had been brought up in high aristo- 
cratic notions ; but he had made it his great object to 
turn his earldom into a marquisate; and government 
having delayed or refused to gratify him in this point, 
he quitted them with disgust, and set up his standard 
amongst the opposition. He was now loud and zeal- 
ous on every occasion that could, as he said, annoy 
government ,• and merely because he could not be a 
marquis, he became a patriot. Mistaken, abused 
name ! how glorious in its original, how despicable 

in its debased signification ! Lord Glistonbury's 

exertions were indefatigable. 

Vivian felt much gratitude for this apparently 
disinterested Mendship ; and, during a few weeks, 
whilst this canvass was going on, he formed a degree 
of intimacy with the Glistonbury family, which, in 
any other circumstances, could scarcely have been 
brought about during months or years. An election, 
in England, seems, for the time, to level all di- 
stinctions, not only of rank, but even of pride ; lady 
Glistonbury herself, at this season, found it necessary 



f 



VIVIAN. 49 

to relax from her usual rigidity.— There was an ex- 
traordinary freedom of egress and regress; and the 
haughty code of Glistonbury lay dormant. Vivian, 
of course, was the centre of all interest ; and, when- 
ever he appeared, every individual of the family was 
eager to inquire, " What news? — What news?— 
How do things go on to-day ? — How will the election 
turn out ? — Have you written to Mr. such a one ? — 
Have you been to Mr. such a one's ? — I'll write a note 
for you — I'll copy a letter." There was one com- 
mon cause — miss Strictland even deigned to assist 
Mr. Vivian, and to try her awkward hand to forward 
his canvass, for it was to support the Glistonbury in- 
terest ; and " there was no impropriety could attach 
to the thing." Russell's extreme anxiety made Vivian 
call more frequently even than it was necessary at the 
castle, to quiet his apprehensions, and to assure him 
that things were going on well. Young lord Lid- 
hurst, who was really good-natured, and over whose 
mind Russell began to gain some ascendancy, used to 
stand upon the watch for Vivian's appearance, and 
would run up the back stairs to Russell's apartment, 
to give him notice of it, and to be the first to tell the 
news. Lady Sarah — the icy lady Sarah herself — be- 
gan to thaw ; and every day, in the same phrase, she 
condescended to say to Mr. Vivian, that she " hoped 
the poll was going on as well as could be expected." 
It was, of course, reported, that Vivian was to suc- 
ceed the late representative of the county in all his 
honours. In eight days, he was confidently given to 
lady Sarah by the generous public ; and the day of 
their nuptials was positively fixed. As the lady was, 
even by the account of her friends, two or three years 
older than Mr. Vivian, and four or ^ve years older 
by her looks, and as she was peculiarly unsuited to 

VOL. IX. -a 



50 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

his taste^ he heard the report without the slightest 
apprehension for his own constancy to Selina. He 
laughed at the idea^ as an excellent joke^ when it was 
first mentioned to him by Russell. Lord Gliston- 
bury's manners^ however^ and the cordial familiarity 
with which he treated Vivian, gave every day in- 
creasing credit to the report. ^' If he was his son, 
my lord could not be more anxious about Mr. Vivian," 
said one of the plain-spoken freeholders, in the pre- 
sence of the lady Lidhursts. ^Lady Sarah pursed 

up her mouth, and threw back her head ; but lady 
Julia, archly looking at her sister, smiled. The vi- 
vacity of lady Julia's manner did not appear excessive 
during this election time, when all the world seemed 
mad ; on the contrary, there was, in her utmost free- 
dom and raillery, that air of gocki-breeding and polite- 
ness, in which vulgar mirth and liberty are always 
delicient. Vivian began to think that she was be- 
come less childish, and that there was something of 
a mixture of womanish timidity in her appearance, 
which rendered her infinitely more attractive. One 
evening, in particular, when her father having sent 
her for her morning's work, she returned with a 
basket full of the Vivian cockade, which she had made 
with her own delicate hands, Vivian thought she 
looked '^ very pretty :" her father desired her to give 
them to the person for whom they were intended, and 
she presented them to Mr. Russell, saying, '^ They 
ftre for your friend, sir." — Vivian thought she looked 
'* very graceful." — ^Lady Mary Vivian suppressed half 
a sigh, and thought she kept the whole of her mind 
to herself. These happy days of canvassing, and this 
freedom of election, could not last for ever. After 
polling the county to the last freeholder, the contest 
was at length decided, and Vivian was declared duly 
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electa. He was chaired^ and he scattered money 
with a lavish hand, as he passed over the heads of the 
liuzzaii^ populace ; and he had all the honours of an 
election : the In^rses were taken from his carriage, and 
he was drawn by men, who were soon afterwards so 
much intoxicated, that they retained no vestige of 
rationality. Not only the inferior, but the superior 
rank of electors, as usual upon such occasions, thought 
proper to do honour to their choice, and to their 
powers of judgment, by drinking their member's 
health, at the expense of their own, till they could 
neither see, hecu*, nor understand. Our hero was not 
by any means fond of drinking, but he could not re- 
fuse to do as others did ; and lord GHstonbury swore, 
that now he had found out that Vivian could be such 
a pleasant companion over a bottle, he should never 
listen to his excuses in future. 

A few days after this electi<m, parliament met for 
die despatch of business; and as some important 
question was to come on, all the members were sum- 
moned, by a peremptory call of the house. Vivian 
was obliged to go to town immediately, and com- 
pelled to defer his marriage. He regretted being 
thus hurried away from Selina ; and, with a thousand 
tender and passionate expressions, assured her, that 
the moment his attendance on public business could 
be spared, he should hasten to the country, to claim 
his promised happiness. The castle would be finished 
by the time the session was over ; the lawyers would 
also have completed their settlements; and Vivian 
said he should make every other necessary preparation 
whilst he was in town : therefore he urged Selina now 
to fix the time for their marriage, and to let it be 
the first week of the recess of parliament. But miss 
Sidney, who had great delicacy of feeling ^SkA. ^^ksNi^ 
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of character^ thought that -Vivian had of late showil 
some symptoms of decreased affection^ and that he 
had betrayed signs of unsteadiness of character. In 
the whole affair of the castle-building, and of the 
election/ he had evidently been led by others, instead 
of following his own conviction : — she wisely dreaded 
that he might, in more important actions, yield his 
judgment to others; and then what security could 
she have for his principles ? He might, perhaps, be 
led into all sorts of fieishionable dissipation and vice. 
Beside these fears, she considered that Vivian was the 
possessor of a large fortune ; that his mother had with 
difficulty consented to this match ; that he was very 
young, had seen but little of the world, and might, 
perhaps, in future, repent of having made, thus early 
in life, a love match. She therefore absolutely re- 
fused to let him now bind himself to her by any fresh 
promises. She desired that he should consider him- 
self as perfectly at liberty, and released from all en- 
gagement to her. It was evident, however, from the 
manner in which she spoke, that she wished to restore 
her lover's liberty for his sake only ; and that her own 
feelings, however they might be suppressed, were un- 
changed. Vivian was touched and charmed by her 
delicacy and generosity : in the fervour of his feelings 
he swore that his affections could never change ; and 
he believed what he swore. Lady Mary Vivian was 
struck, also, with miss Sidney's conduct at this part- 
ing ; and she acknowledged that it was impossible to 
show at once more tenderness and dignity. No one, 
however, not even Vivian, knew how much pain this 
separation gave Selina. Her good sense and pru- 
dence told her, indeed, that it was best, both for her 
happiness and Vivian's, that he should see something 
more of the world, and that she should have some 
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farther proof of the steadiness of his attachment^ be- 
fore she should unite herself with him irrevocably : 
but whilst she endeavoured to fortify her mind with 
these reflections, love inspired many painful fears; 
and, though she never repented having set him free 
from his promises and engagements, she trembled for 
the consequences of his being thus at liberty, in 
such scenes of temptation as a London life would 
present. 

^' My dear," said Mrs. Sidney to her daughter, 
*' the session will soon be over ; I am sure it will be 
a very short one. And there is not the least danger 
—especially after your having behaved so nobly — 
there is not the least danger that Vivian's heart can 
change. No, nor his conduct in any respect; for 
though his fortune and station may put him in the 
way of dissipated companions, yet he has such good 
principles, and such an excellent disposition, that I 
feel quite secure of him." 

'^ But then he is so easily led," said Selina. 

" That's true, my dear ; but you will find that he 
will never be led to do any thing wrong. I wish, as 
Mr. Russell says, he had not been persuaded to build 
this expensive castle, and to go into all the expense 
of this contested election ; however, there's nothing 
wrong in all this. Every young man, who comes into 
early possession of a large fortune, squanders away 
money on some folly or other ; and there's no reason 
to fear, because he was over-persuaded in these cases, 
which were mere matters of taste and opinion, that 
he should yield to the example or entreaties of others 
where principle is concerned: depend upon it, my 
dear, he will return to us worthy of you. There is no 
preservative for a young man better than an attach- 
ment to an amiable woman." 
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'' I suppose thk call of the Louse must take lord 
Glistonbury to town," said Selina : " I wish I knew 
whether all the family go with him." 



CHAPTER III. 

When our hero arrived in London, and when he 
was first introduced into fashionable society, his 
thoughts were so intent upon Selina Sidney, that he 
was in no danger of plunging into dissipation. He 
was surprised at the eagerness with which some 
young men pursued frivolous pleasures : he was still 
more astonished at seeing the apathy in which others 
of his own age were sunk, and the listless insigni<« 
ficance in which they lounged away their lives. 

The call of the house, which brought Vivian to 
town, brought lord Glistonbury also to attend his 
duty in the house of peers : with his lordship's family 
came Mr. Russell, whom Vivian went to see, as soon 
and as often as he could. Russell heard^ with satis- 
faction, the indignant eloquence with which his friend 
spoke ; and only wished that these sentiments might 
last, and that fashion might never lead him to imitate 
or to tolerate fools^ whom he now despised. 

^^ In the mean time tell me how you go <m your- 
self," said Vivian; ^^how you like your situation 
here, and your pupil, and all the Glistmkbur^ family. 
Let me bcJiind the scenes at <mce ; im, you know, I 
see them only on the stage." 

Russell replied, in general terms, that he had 
hopes lord Lidhurst would turn out well> and that 
therefore he was satisfied with his situation; but 
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avoided entering into particulars^ because he was a 
confidential person in the family. He thought that 
^ precepts and a physician were^ in some respects, 
bounds by a similar species of honour^ to speak cau- 
tiously of the maladies of their patients^ or the faults 
#f their pujnls. Admitted into the secrets of familiei^ 
they should never make use of the confidence reposed 
in them> to the disadvantage of any by whom they 
are trusted. Russell's strictly honourable reserve 
upon this occasion was rather provoking tP Vivian, 
who^ to all his questions^ could obtain only the dry 
answer of — f' Judge for yourself." — The nature of a 
town life^ and the sort of intercourse which capital 
cities affords, put this very little in Vivian's power* 
The obligations he was under to lord Glistonbury for 
assistance at the election made him anxious to show 
his lord^ip respect and attention ; and the sort of 
intimacy which that election had brought on was^ to 
a certain degrecji kept up in town. Lady Maary 
Vivian was constantly one at Jady Glistonbury's card 
parties; aiid Vivian was frequently at his lordship's 
dinners. Considering the coldness and formality of 
lady Glistonbury's manners, she was particuj(arlj 
attentive to. -lady Mary Vivian; and our hero was 
continually an attendant upon the ladies of the GHs- 
tonbury family to all public places. This was by no 
means disagreeable to him^ as they were per^ns of 
high consideration; and they were sure of drawing 
into their circle the very best company. Lady Mary 
Vivian observed that it was a great advantage to her 
son to have such a house as lord Glistonbury's open 
to IdxDt tp go to whenever he pleased. Besides the 
advantage to his morals^ her ladyship was by no 
means insensible to the gratification her pride re- 
ceived^i9 1^^ son'^ living in>uc\i\a^cfOTK§^3Ni* 



56 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

The report which had been raised in the country 
during the election, that Mr. Vivian was going to be 
married to lady Sarah Lidhurst, now b^an to circu- 
late in town. This was not surprising, since a young 
man in London, of any fortune or notoriety, can 
hardly dance three or four times successively with 
the same young lady, cannot even sit beside her, 
and converse with her in public half a dozen times, 
without its being reported that he is going to be 
married to her. Of this, Vivian, during his novi- 
ciate in town, was not perhaps sufficiently aware: 
he was soon surprised at being asked, by almost every 
one he met, when his marriage with lady Sarah Lid- 
hurst was to take place. At first, he contented him- 
self with laughing at these questions, and declaring 
that there was no truth in the report : but his as- 
severations were not believed ; they were attributed 
to motives of discretion: he was told by his com- 
panions, that he kept his own counsel very well ; but 
they all knew the thing was to be : he was congra- 
tulated upon his good fortune, in making such an 
excellent match ; for though, as they said, he would 
have but little money with lady Sarah, yet the con- 
nexion was BO great, that he was the luckiest fellow 
upon earth. The degree of importance which the 
report gave him among the young men of his ac- 
quaintance, and the envy he excited, amused and 
gratified his vanity. The sort of conversation he was 
now in the constant habit of hearing, both from 
young and old in all companies, about the marriages 
of people in the fashionable world, where fortune, 
and rank, and connexion, were always the first things 
spoken of or considered, began insensibly to influence 
Vivian's mode of speaking, if not of judging. Be- 
fore he mixed in this society, he knew perfectly well 
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that these were the principles by which people of the 
world are guided ; but, whilst he had believed this 
only on hearsay, it had not appeared to him so en- 
tirely true and so important as when he saw and 
heard it himself. The effect of the opinions of a set 
of fine people, now he was actually in their society, 
and whilst all other society was excluded from his 
perception, was very different from what he had 
imagined it might be when he was in the country or 
at college. To do our hero justice, however, he was 
sensible of this aberration in his OAvn mind ; he had 
sense enough to perceive from what causes it arose, 
and steadiness sufiicient to adhere to the judgments 
he had previously and deliberately formed. He did 
not> in material points, change his opinion of his 
mistress ; he thought her far, far superior to all he 
saw and heard amongst the belles who were most ad- 
mired in the fashionable world; but, at the same 
time, he began to agree with his mother's former 
wish, that Selina, added to all other merits, had the 
advantage of high birth and connexions, or at least of 
belonging to a certain class of high company. He 
determined that, as soon as she should be his wife, he 
would have her introduced to the veryjirst society in 
town : he pleased his imagination with anticipating 
the change that would be made in her appearance, 
by the additidn of certain elegancies of the mode : he 
delighted in thinking of the sensation she would 
produce, and the respect that would be paid to her 
as Mrs. Vivian, surrounded as he would take care 
that she should be, with all those external signs of 
Wecdth and fashion, which command immediate and 
universal homage from the great and little world. 
One day, when Vivian was absorbed in these 
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pleasing reveries^ Russell startled him with this 
question: *'When are you to be married to lady 
Sarah Lidhurst ?" 

From you such a question !" said Vivian. 
Why not from me ? , It is a question that every 
body asks from me, because I am your intimate 
friend; and I should really be obliged to you> if you 
would furnish me with an answer^ that may give me 
an air of a little more consequence than that which 
I have at {Nresent^ being forced to answer ^I don't 
know.' " 

'^ You don't know ! — ^but why do not you answer, 
' Never !' as I do," said Vivian, " to all the fools, 
who ask me the same questi(m?" 

" Because they say that is your answer, and only 
a came off" 

'^ I can't help it-«-Is it my fault if they won't be- 
lieve the truth ?" 

'* Why, people are apt to trust to appearances in 
these cases ; and if appearances are contrary to your 
assertions, you should not wonder that you are not 
believed." 

" Well, time will show them their mistake !" said 
Vivian. — *^ But I don't know what appearances you 
mean. — What appearances are against me ? — I never 
in my life saw a woman I was less disposed to like — 
whom it would be more impossible for me to love — 
than lady Sarah Lidhurst ; and I am sure I never 
gave her, nor any of her family, the least reason to 
imagine I had a thought of her." 

" Very likely; yet you are at lord Glistonbury's 
continusdly, and you attend her ladyship to all pub- 
lic places. Is this the way, do you think, to put a 
stop to the report that has been raised ?" 
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" I care not whether it stops or goes on/' said Vi- 
vian. "'' How !— Don't I know it is false? — That's 

enough for me."* 

^^ It may embarrass you yet/' said Russell. 

" Good Heavens! — Can you, who know me so 
well, Russell, fancy me so weak as to be embarrassed 
by such a report ? Look — I would rather put thii 
hand into that fire and let it be burned off, than offer 
it to lady Sarah Lidhurst." 

*^ Very likely.-— I don't doubt you think so," said 
Russell. 

" And I would do so," said Vivian. 

^' Possibly .-^ Yet you might be embarrassed never- 
theless, if you found that you had raised expectations 
which you could not fulfil; and if you found yourself 
accused of having jilted this lady, if all her friends 
were to say you had used her very ill. — ^I know your 
naturety Vivian ; these things would disquiet you very 
much : and is it not better to prevent th^n ?" 

'' But neither lady Sarah nor her friends blame 
me : I see no signs in the fetmily of any of the 
thoughts or feelings you suppose." 

'^ Ladies — especially young and feshionable ladies 
— do not always show their thoughts or feelings," 
said Russell. 

'^ Lady Sarah Lidhurst has no thoughts or feel- 
ings," said Vivian, " no more than an automaton^ 
I'll answer for her-^^I am sure I can do her the jus^ 
tice to. proclaim, that she has always, from the first 
moment I saw her till this instant, conducted herself 
towards me with the same petrified and petrifying 
propriety;" 

** I do not know what petrified propriety exactly 
means," said Russell : ^' but let it mean what it may, 
it is nothing to the present purpose \ iss \!ti& l^«i^LV!sa 
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is not about the propriety of lady Sarah Lidhurst's 
conduct^ but of yours. Now^ allowing you to call 
her ladyship a petri&ction^ or an automaton^ or by 
whatever other name you please^ stilly I apprehend, 
that she is in reality a human creature, and a woman; 
and I conceive it is the duty of a man of honour or 
honesty not to deceive her." 

" I would not deceive her, nor any woman living, 
upon any account," said Vivian. ^' But how is it 
possible I can deceive her, when I tell you I never 
said a word about love or gallantry, nor any thing 
like it, to her in my life." 

^ ** But you know language is conventional, espe- 
cially in gallantry," said Russell. 

" True ; but I'll swear the language of my looks 
has been unequivocal, if that is what you mean." 

" Not exactly : there are certain signs by which 
the world judges in these cases — if a gentleman is 
seen often with the same lady in public." 

" Absurd, troublesome, ridiculous signs, which 
would put a stop to all society; which would prevent 
a man from conversing with a woman, either in pub-' 
lie or private ; and must absolutely preclude one sex 
from obtaining any real knowledge of the characters 
and dispositions of the other." 

'^ I admit all you say — ^I feel the truth of it — ^1 
wish this was changed in society; it is a great incon- 
venience, a real evil," said Russell : ^' but an indi- 
vidual cannot alter a custom ; and, as you have not, 
by your own account, any particular interest in be- 
coming more intimately acquainted with the cha- 
racter and disposition of lady Sarah Lidhurst, you 
will do well not to expose yourself to any incon- 
venience on her account, by neglecting common re- 
^ ceived forms and opinions*" 
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^' Well ! well ! — say no more about it/* said 
Vivian, impatiently; "spare me all farther logic and 
morality upon this subject, and I'll do what you 
please — only tell me what you would have me do.** 

" Gradually withdraw yourself for some time from 
this house, and the report will die away of itself.** 

'* Withdraw myself ! — that would be very hard 
upon me !" cried Vivian ; for this house is the most 
agreeable house in town to me; — because you live in 
it, in the first place ; and then, though the women 
are as stiff as pokers, one is always sure of meeting 
all the pleasant and clever men at Glistonbury's good 
dinner. Let me tell you, good dinners, and good 
company, and good conversation, and good music, 
make alt(^ether a very pleasant house, which I 
should be confoundedly sorry to be forced to give 
up. 

" I don't doubt it,*' said Russell ; " but we must 
often give up more even than this for the sake of 
acting with consistency and honour ; we must sacri- 
fice the less to the greater good ; and it is on these 
occasions that people show strength or weakness of 
mind.'* 

Vivian felt the justice of his friend Russell's ob- 
servations — resolved to follow his advice — and to 
withdraw himself gradually from the Glistonbury 
circle. He had not, however, steadiness enough to 
persist in this resolution ; one engagement linked on 
another ; and he would soon, probably, have relapsed 
into his habit of being continually of their parties, if 
accident had not for a time suspended this intimacy, 
by leading him into another, which seemed to him 
still more attractive. 

Among the men of talents and political conse- 
quence whom he met at lord Glistonbury's was Mr, 
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Wharton, whose conversation particularly pleased 
Vivian^ and who now courted his acquaintance with 
an eagerness which was peculiarly flattering. Vivian 
knew him only as a man of great abilities ; with his 
real character he was not acquainted. Wharton had 
prepossessing manners^ and wit sufficient whenever 
he pleased to make the worse appear the better reason. 
In private or in public debate, he had at his command, 
and could condescend to employ, all sorts of arms, 
and every possible mode of annoyance, from the most 
powerful artillery of logic to the lowest squib of hu- 
mour. He was as little nice in the company he kept 
as in the style of his conversation. Frequently as- 
sociating with fools, and willing even to be thought 
one, he made alternately his sport and advantage of 
the weakness and follies of mankind. Wharton was 
philosophically, politically, and fashionably profligate. 
After having ruined his private fortune by unbounded 
extravagance, he lived on-— nobody knew how — in 
careless profusion. In public life he made a di- 
stinguished figure ; and seemed, therefore, to think 
himself raised above the necessity of practising any 
of the minor virtues of economy, prudence, or justice, 
which common people And essential to their well- 
being in society. Far from attempting to conceal, he 
gloried in his faults : for he knew full well, that as 
long as he had the voice of numbers with him, he 
could bully, or laugh, or shame plain reason and' rigid 
principle out of countenance. It was his grand art 
to represent good sense as stupidity, and virtue as 
hypocrisy. Hypocrisy was, in his opinion, the only 
vice which merited the brand of infamy; and from 
this he took sufficient care to prove, or at least to pro- 
claim, himself free. Even whilst he offended against 
the decencies of life, there seemed to be something 
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frank and graceful in his manner of throwing aside 
all disguise. There appeared an air of superior libe- 
rality in his avowing himself to be governed by that 
absolute selfishness^ which other men strive to conceal 
even from their own hearts. He dexterously led his 
acquaintance to infer that he would prove as much 
better than his professions^ as other people are often 
found to be worse than theirs. Where he wished to 
please^ it was scarcely possible to escape the fascina- 
tion of his manner ; nor did he neglect any mode of 
courting popularity. He knew that a good table is 
necessary to attract even men of wit ; and he made it 
a point to have the very best cook, and the very best 
wines. He paid his cook, and his cook was the only 
person he did pay in ready money. His wine mer- 
chant he paid in words — an art in which he was a 
professed and yet a successful adept, as hundreds of 
living witnesses were ready to attest. But though 
Wharton could cajole, he could not attach his fellow- 
creatures — he had a party, but no friend. With 
this distribution of things he was perfectly satisfied ; 
for he considered men only as beings who were to be 
worked to his purposes ; and he declared, that pro- 
vided he had power over their interests and their 
humours, he cared not what became of their hearts. 
It was his policy to enlist young men of talents or 
fortune under his banners ; and consequently Vivian 
was an object worthy of his attention. Such was the 
disorder of Wharton's afiairs, that either ready money 
or political power was necessary to his existence. 
Our hero could, at the same time, supply his extra- 
vagance and increase his consequence. Wharton 
thought that he could borrow money from Vivian, 
and that he might command his vote in parliament ; 
but, to the accomplishment of these schem^j \JcvKt^ 
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were two obstades — Vivian was attached to an 
amiable woman, and was possessed of an estimable 
friend. Wharton had become acquainted with Russell 
at lord Glistonbury's ; and, in many arguments which 
they had held on public affairs, had discovered that 
Russell was not a man who ever preferred the ex- 
pedient to the right, nor one who could be bullied 
or laughed out of his principles. He saw also that 
Russell's influence over Vivian was so great, that it 
supplied him with that strength of mind in which 
Vivian was naturally deficient ; and, if our hero 
should marry such a woman as miss Sidney, Wharton 
foresaw that he should have no chance of succeeding 
in his designs ; therefore his first objects were, to de- 
tach Vivian from his friend Russell and from Selina. 
One morning he called upon Vivian with a party of 
his friends, and found him writing. 

" Poetry ! " cried Wharton, carelessly looking at 
what he had been writing, ^' poetry, I protest ! — Ay, 
I know this poor fellow's in love ; and every man 
who is in love is a poet, ^ with a woful ditty to his 
mistress's eyebrow/ Pray what colour may miss 
Sidney's eyebrows be ? — she is really a pretty girl — 
J think I remember seeing her at some races. — Why 
does she never come to town ? — But of course she is 

not to blame for that, but her fortune, I suppose 

Marrying a girl without a fortune is a serious thing 
in these expensive day^ ; but you have fortune enough 
for both yourself and your wife, so you may do as you 
please. Well, I thank God I have no fortune ! If I 
had been a young man of fortune, I should have been 
the most unhappy rascal upon earth, for I should 
never have married — I should have always suspected 
that every woman liked me for my wealth — I should 
have had no pleasure in the smiles of an angel — an- 
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geh, or their mothers^ are so venal nowadays^ aiid 
so fond of the pomps and vanities of this wicked 
world r 

^^ I hope/' said Vivian, laughing, ^' you don't in- 
clude the whole sex in your satire." 

'^ No— there are exceptions — ^and every man has 
his angel of an exception, as every woman has her 
star : — it is well for weak women when these stars of 
theirs don't lead them astray; and well for weak men 
when these angel exceptions before marriage don't 
turn out very women or devils afterwards. But why 
^ I say all this ? because I am a suspicious scoundrel 
— I know and can't help it. If other fellows of my 
standing in this wicked world would but speak the 
truth, however, they would show as much suspicion 
and more than I do. Bad as I am, and such as I am, 
you see, and have the whole of me — nobody can say 
Wharton's a hypocrite ; that's some comfort. But, 
seriously, Vivian, I don't mean to laugh at love and 
angeL*— I can just remember the time when I felt all 
your sort of romance— but that is in the preterplu- 
perfect tense with me — completely past — ambition is 
no bad cure for love. My head is, at this present 
moment, so fiill of this new bill that we are bringing 
into parliament, that Cupid might empty his quiver 
upon me in vain. — ^Look ! here is an impenetrable 
shield!" added he, wrapping round him a thick 
printed copy of an act of parliament. " Come, Vi- 
vian, you must come along with us to the house, 

' And, mix'd with men, a man you must appear.' " 

Vivian felt much ashamed of having been detected 
in writing a sonnet, especially as it afforded Wharton 
such a fine subject for raillery. He accompanied the 
party to the house of commons, where Wlaax\.QrL\fta.^'4 

VOi. IX, Y 
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a brilliant speech. It gained universal applause. 
Vivian sympathised in the general enthusiasm of 
admiration for Wharton's talents^ accepted an in- 
vitation to sup with him^ and was diarmed by his 
convivial powers. From this day, he grew every 
hour more intimate with Wharton. 

" I can enjoy," thought Vivian, ^' the pleasure of 
his society without being influenced by his libertine 
example." 

Lady Mary Vivian saw the rise and prc^ess of 
this intimacy, and was not insensible to its danger ; 
yet she was gratified by seeing her son distinguished 
by a man of Wharton's political consequence ; and 
she satisfied her conscience by saying, *' He will 
bring my son forward in public life ; and, as to the 
rest, Charles has too good principles ever to follow 
his example in private life." 

Wharton had too much address to alarm Vivian's 
moral prejudices on a first acquaintance. He con- 
tented himself with ridiculing only the exaggeration 
of any of the virtues, still aflecting to believe in 
virtue, and to love it, wherever it could be found ge- 
nuine. By the success of his first petty attacks, he 
learned the power that ridicule had over our hero's 
mind ,* and he did not fail to make use of it conti- 
nually. After having, as he perceived, succeeded in 
making Vivian ashamed of his sonnet to Selina, and 
of appearing as a romantic lover, he doubted not but 
in time he should make true love itself ridiculous ; 
and Wharton thought it was now the moment to 
hazard another stroke, and to commence his attack 
against friendship. 

^' Vivian, my good fellow ! why do you let your- 
self be ruled by that modem stoic in the form of lord 
Lidhurst's tutor? I never saw any of these cold 
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inoralists who were real, warm-hearted, good friends. 
I have a notion I see more of Russell's play in the 
house where he has got than he thinks I do ; and 
I can form a shrewd guess why he was so zealous in 
warning you of the report about lady Sarah Lidhurst 
— he had his own snug reasons for wanting you away 
— Oh, trust jne for scenting out self-interest, through 
all the doublings and windings of your cunning 
moralist I" 

Reddening with indignation at this attack upon 
his firiend, Vivian warmly replied, that Mr. Wharton 
ought to restrain his vidt, where the feelings of friend- 
ship and the character of a man of honour were con- 
cerned; that he did not, in the least, comprehend 
his insinuaticHis with regard to Russell ; but that, for 
his own part, he had such firm reliance upon his 
friend's attachment and integrity, that he was at any 
time, ready to pledge his own honour for Russell's, 
and to answer for it with his life. 

'^ Spare your heroics, my dear Vivian V* cried 
Wharton, laughing ; " for we are not in the days of 
Pylades and Orestes; — yet, upon my soul, instead 
of being as angry with you as you are with me, at 
this instant I like you a thousand times the better 
for your enthusiastic credulity. For my part, I have, 
ever since I lived in the world and put away childish 
things, regretted that charming instinct of credulity, 
which experience so fatally counteracts. I envy you, 
my dear boy! — As to the rest, you know RusselFs 
merits better than I do — I'll take him henceforward 
upon trust from you." 

Thus Wharton, finding that he was upon dangerous 
ground, made a timely retreat : the playful manner 
and open countenance with which he now spoke, and 
the c^uick transition that he made to otlagx ^\i\y^^Ou& <i\ 
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conversation^ prevented Vivian from suspecting that 
any settled design had been formed to detach him 
from Russell. From this time forward, Wharton 
forbore raillery on love and friendship ; and, far from 
seeming desirous of interfering in Vivian's private 
concerns, appeared quite absorbed in politics. Avow- 
ing, as he did, that he was guided solely by his in- 
terest in public life, he laughed at Vivian for pro- 
fessing more generous principles. 

" I know," cried Wharton, '^ how to make use of 
a fine word, and to round a fine sentence, as well as 
the best of you ; but what a simpleton must he be, 
who is cheated by his own sophistry ! — An artist, an 
enthusiastic artist, who is generally half a madman, 
might fall in love with a statue of his own making ; 
but you never heard of a coiner, did you, who was 
cheated by his own bad shilling ? Patriotism and 
loyalty are counterfeit coin; I can't be taken in by 
them at my time of day." 

Vivian could not forbear to smile at the drollery 
and wit with which this profligate defended his want 
of integrity; yet he sometimes seriously and warmly 
asserted his own principles. Upon these occasions, 
Wharton either overpowered him by a fine flow of 
words, or else listened with the most flattering air of 
admiration, and silenced him by compliments to his 
eloquence. Vivian thought that he was quite secure 
of his own firmness : but the contagion of bad ex- 
ample sometimes affects the mind imperceptibly ; 
as certain noxious atmospheres steal upon the senses, 
and excite the most agreeable sensations, while they 
secretly destroy the principles of health and life. A 
day was fixed when a question of importance was to 
come on in the house of commons. Wharton was 
extremely anxious to have Vivian's vote. Vivian, ac- 
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cording to the parliamentary phrase^ had not made 
up his mind on the subject. A heap of pamphlets on 
the question lay uncut upon his table. Every morning 
he resolved to read them^ that he might form his 
judgment, and vote according to his unbiassed opinion. 
But every morning he was interrupted by some of 
the fashionable idlers, whom his £Eu;ility of temper 
had indulged in the habit of haunting him daily. 
^' Oh, Vivian ! we are going to such and such a plate, 
and you must come with us !" was a mode of per- 
soaaion which he could not resist. 

''Ul don't do as they do," thought he, '' I shall 
be quite un£Etshionable. Russell may say what he 
pleases ; but it is necessary to yield to one's com»> 
panions in trifles. 

^ Whoeyer would be pleased and please, 
Must do what others do with ease.* *' 

. This eoufdet, which had been repeated to him by 
Wharton, recurred to him continually; and thus 
Wharton, by sli^t means, in which he seemed to 
have no interest or design, prepared Vivian fw his 
purposes, by working gradually on the easiness of 
his disposition. He always argued, that it could not 
possibly signify what he did with an hour or two of 
his day, till at last Vivian found that he had no 
hours of his own, that his whdLe time was at the dis- 
posal of others; and now that he really wanted 
Idsnre to consider an important question^ when his 
credit, as a member of the senate, and as a man just 
eirtering political life, depended on this decision, he 
literally could not command time to read over the 
necessary documents. The mornings were frittered 
or lounged away in the most unprofitable and unin- 
teresting manner ; some fooUfili exkigEw^soi^^) ^«sisi^ 
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trifling party of pleasure^ every day snatched him 

from himself ; his companions kept possession of him^ 

and there was no possibility of shutting himself up 

in his own apartment to meditate : so the appointed 

day arrived before Vivian's opinion was formed ; and, 

from mere want of time to decide for himself, he 

voted as Wharton desired. Another and another 

political question came on ; the same causes operated, 

and the same consequences ensued. Wharton ma* 

^ naged with great address, so as to prevent him from 

feeling that he gave up his freewill; and Vivian 

did not perceive that every day added a fresh link 

to that most minute but strongest of all chains, the 

dbain of habit*. Before Vivian was aware of it, 

whilst he thought that he was perfectly independent 

of all parties, public opinion had enrolled him amongst 

Wharton's partisan^. Of this Russell was the first 

to give him warning. Russell heard of it amongst 

the political leaders who met at lord Glistonbury's 

dinners ; and, knowing the danger there is of a young 

man's committing himself on certain points, he, with 

the eagerness of a true £riend, wrote immediately to 

put Vivian upon his guard — 

'' MY DEAR VIVIAN, 

" I am just going into the country with lord Lid- 
hurst, and perhaps may not return for some time. I 
cannot leave you without putting you on your guard, 
once more, against Mr. Wharton. I understand that 
you are thought to be one of his party, and that he 
countenances the report. Take care that you are not 
bound hand and foot, before you know where you are. 

Your sincere friend, 

H. Russell." 

* Dr. Johnson, 



VIVIAN. 71 

With the natural frankness of his disposition^ 
Vivian immediately spoke to Wharton upon the 
subject. 

" What I people say that you are one of my party, 
do they ?" said Wharton : " I never heard this before, 
but I am heartily glad to hear it. You are in for it 
now, Vivian : you are one of us ; and with us you 
must stand or fall." 

" £xcuse me there !" cried Vivian : " I am not 
of any party; and am determined to keep myself 
perfectly independent." 

Do you remember the honest Quaker's answer to 
the man of no party ?" said Wharton. 

" No." 

*^ I think it was, about the year 40, when party 
disputes about whig and tory ran high ; but no matter 
what year, it will do for any time. — ^A gentleman of 
undeviating integrity, an independent man, just such 
a man as Mr. Vivian, offered himself candidate for 
a town in the east, west, north, or south of England, 
no matter where — it will do for any place ; and the 
first person whose vote he solicited was a Quaker, 
who asked him whether he was a whig or tory ? — 
" Neither. — I am an independent, moderate man; and 
when the members of administration are right, I will 
vote with them — ^when wrong, against them.* — ' And 
be these really thy principles ?' quoth the Quaker ; 
^ then a vote of mine thou shalt never have. Thou 
seest my door, it leadeth into the street, the right 
hand side of which is for the tory, the left for the 
whigs; and, for a cold-blooded moderate man like 
thee there is the kennel, and into it thou wilt be 
jostled, for thou beest not decided enough for any 
other situation/ " 

" But why should the moderate m^n \it <3c>tAcsKftfc\ 
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to the kennel ?" said Vivian. ^' Was there no middle 
to your Quaker's road? A stout man cannot be 
EASILY jostled into the kennel." 

'' Pshaw ! pshaw V* said Wharton, '' jesting out 
of the question, a man is nothing in public life, or 
worse than nothing, a trimmer, unless he joins a 
party, and unless he abides by it too." 

" As long as the party is in the right, I presume 
you mean," said Vivian. 

" Right or wrong !" cried Wharton, '^ a man must 
abide by his party. No power, and no popularity, 
trust me, without it ! — Better stride on the greasy 
heads of the mob than be trampled under their dirtier 
feet. An armed neutrality may be a good thing ; 
but an unarmed neutrality is fit only for fools. Be- 
sides, in Russell's grand style, I can bring down the 
ancients upon you, and tell you that, when the com- 
monwealth is in danger, he cannot be a good man who 
sides with neither party." 

*^ If it be so necessary to join a party, and if, after 
(MQce joining it, I must abide by it, right or wrong, 
for life," said Vivian, " it behoves me to consider 
well before I commit myself. And, before I go into 
the ranks, I must see good reason to confide, not only 
in the abilities, but in the integrity and public virtue 
of my leader." 

" Public virtue ! — sounds fresh from college," said 
Wharton ; " I would as soon, and sooner, hear a 
schoolboy read his th^ne as hear a man begin to 
prose about public virtue — especially a member of 
parliament. Keep that phrase, my dear Vivian, till 
some of the treasury bench come to court you ; then 
look superb, like a French trs^c actor, swelling out 
your chest, and throwing the head over the left 
shoulder, thus, exclaim— -^ Public virtue forbid !' — 



VIVIAN. 73 

Practise I practise ! — For if you do it well, it may 
be worth a loud huzza to you yet; or, better still, 
a snug place or pension. — But stay till you're asked, 
stay till you're asked — that's the etiquette — never 
till then let me hear public virtue come out of your 
lips — else you'll raise suspicion of your virtue, and 
lower your price.— What would you think of a pretty 
actress, who began to talk to you of her reputation 
before you put it in any danger ? Oh Vivian I my 
honest fellow ! unless you would make me think you 
no better than thousands that have gone before you, 
never let me hear from your lips again, till the proper 
time, the hypomtical state phrase, public virtue." 

^^ I had sdways, till now, understood that it was 
possible to be a patriot without being a hypocrite," 
replied Vivian ; " I always understood that Mr. 
Wharton was a patriot." 

*' A very fair sarcasm on me," said Wharton, 
laughing. — " But you know I'm a sad dog, never set 

myself up for a pattern man. Come ! — ^Let's home 

to dinner, and a truce with politics and morality. — I 
find, Vivian, you're a sturdy fellow, and must have 
your own way ; no bending, no leading you, I see — 
Well 1 it is a good thing to have so much strength 
of mind — I envy you." 

It must be recorded, to the credit of our hero, that^ 
in defitmce of Wharton's raillery, he talked, and*^- 
Oh ! still more wonderful ! — thought of public virtue, 
during nearly half of his first session in parliament. 
But, alas ! whilst his political principles thus with- 
stood the force of ridicule, temptation soon presented 
itself to Vivian in a new shape, and in a form so se* 
ducing, as to draw his attention totally away from 
politics, and to put his private if not his public 
honour in the most imminent peril. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

One mornings as Vivian was walking with IVIr. 
Wharton up Bond-street, they were met by a party 
of fashionable loungers, one of whom asked whether 
Mrs. Wharton was not come to town yet. 

" Mrs. Wharton !" — said Vivian, with an air of 
surprise. 

" Yes, she came to town this morning," said 
Wharton, carelessly ; then laughing, as he turned to 
look at Vivian, " Vivian, my good fellow ! what 
smites you with such surprise ? — Did not you know 
I was married ?" 

" I suppose I must have heard it ; but I really for- 
got it," said Vivian. 

'* There you had the advantage of me," said Whar- 
ton, still laughing. '^ But if you never heard of Mrs. 
Wharton before, keep your own secret ; for I can tell 
you she would never forgive you, though I might. — 
Put a good face on the matter, at any rate; and 
swear you've heard so much of her, that you were 
dying to see her. Some of these gentlemen, who 
have nothing else to do, will introduce you whenever 
you please." 

*' And cannot I," said Vivian, " have the honour 
of your introduction ?" 

*^ Mine ! the worst you could possibly have. — The 
honour, as you are pleased to call it, would be no 
favour, I assure you. The honour ! honour of a hus« 
band's introduction! — What a novice you are, or 
would make me believe you to be ! — But, seriously, 
I am engaged to-day at Glistonbury's — so good 
morning to you. 



tf 
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Accustomed to hear Wharton talk in the freest 
manner of women and marriage in general^ and 
scarcely having heard him mention his own wife> 
Vivian had^ as he said^ absolutely forgotten that 
Wharton was a married man. When he was intro- 
duced to Mrs. Wharton^ he was still more surprised 
at her husband's indifference ; for he beheld a lady in 
all the radiance of beauty^ and all the elegance of 
fsEishion : he was so much dazzled by her charms^ that 
he had not immediately power or inclination to 
examine what her understanding or disposition 
might be ; and he could only repeat to himself ^^ How 
is it possible that Wharton can be indifferent to such 
a beautiful creature !" 

Incapable of feeling any of what he called the ro- 
mance of love^ the passion^ of course^ had always been 
with Mr. Wharton of a very transient nature. Tired 
of his wife's person, he showed his indifference with- 
out scruple or ceremony. Notorious and glorying in 
his gallantries, he was often heard to declare, that no 
price was too high to be paid for beauty, except a 
man's liberty; but that was a sacrifice which he 
would never make to any woman, especially to a 
wife. Marriage vows and custom-house oaths he 
classed in the same order of technical forms — no- 
wise binding on the conscience of any but fools and 
dupes. Whilst the husband went on in this maimer, 
the wife satisfied herself by indulgence in her strongest 
passions — the passion for dress and public admira- 
tion. Childishly eager to set the fashion in trifles, 
she spent unconscionable sums on her pretty person ; 
and devoted all her days, or rather all her nights, to 
public amusements. So insatiable and restless is the 
passion for admiration, that she was never happy for 
half an hour together, at any place of public ^\£l>\^8j^^ 



76 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

ment^ unless she fixed the gaze of numbers. The 
first winter after her marriage she enjoyed the pre- 
rogatives of a fashionable beauty ; but the reign of 
fSashion is more transient even than the bloom of 
beauty. Mrs. Wharton's beauty soon grew familiar^ 
imd faded in the public eye ; some newer face was 
this season the mode. Mrs. Wharton appeared twice 
at the opera in the most elegant and becoming dresses ; 
but no one followed her lead. Mortified and utterly 
dejected^ she felt^ with the keenest anguish^ the first 
symptoms of the decline of public admiration, it 
was just at this period^ when she was miserably in 
want of the consolations of flattery, that Vivian's ac- 
quaintance with her commenced. Gratified by the 
sort of delighted surprise which she saw in his coun- 
tenance the first moment he beheld her, seeing that 
he was an agreeable man, and knowing that he was a 
man of fortune and family, she took pains to please 
him by all the common arts of coquetry. But his 
vanity was proof against these : the weakness of the 
lady's understanding and the frivolity of her cha- 
racter were, for some weeks, sufiicient antidotes 
Against all the power of her' personal charms ; so 
much so, that at this period he often compared, or 
rather contrasted, Mrs. Wharton and Selina, and 
blessed his happy &te. He wrote to his friend 
Russell soon after he was introduced to this cele- 
brated beauty, and drew a strong and just parallel 
between the characters of these two ladies : he con- 
cluded with saying, *^ Notwithstanding your well- 
founded dread of the volatility of my character, you 
will not, I hope, my dear Russell, do me the injus- 
tice to apprehend that I am in any danger from the 
charms of Mrs. Wharton." 
Vivian wrote with perfect sincerity ; he believed it 
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to be impossible that he could ever become attached 
to such a woman as Mrs. Wharton^ even if she had 
not been married, and the wife of his friend. So, in 
all the security of conscious contempt, he went every 
day to wait upon her, or rather to meet agreeable 
company at her house : — a house in which all that 
was fashionable and dissipated assembled; where 
beauty, and talents, and rank, met and mingled ; and 
where political or other arrangements prevented thei 
host and hostess from scrupulously excluding some 
whose characters were not free from suspicion. Lady 
Mary Vivian never went to Mrs. Wharton's; but 
she acknowledged that she knew many ladies of un« 
blemished reputations who thought it no impropriety 
to visit there; and Mrs. Wharton's own character 
she knew was hitherto unimpeached. '^ She is, in- 
deed, a woman of a cold, selfish temper," said lady 
Mary ; ^^ not likely to be led into danger by the ten- 
der passion, or by any of the delusions of the imagina- 
tion." 

Vivian agreed with his mother in this opinion, and 
went on paying his devoirs to her every day. It was 
the fashion of the times, and peculiarly the mode of 
this house, for the gentlemen to pay exclusive atten- 
tion to matrons. Few of the young men seemed to 
tiiink it worth while to speak to an unmarried woman 
in any company ; and the few who might be inclined 
to it were, as they declared, deterred by the danger : 
for either the young ladies themselves, or their mo- 
thers, immediately formed expectations and schemes 
of drawing them into matrimony — ^the grand object 
of the ladies' wishes and of the gentlemen's fears. 
The men said they could not speak to an unmarried 
woman, or even dance with her more than twice, 
without its being reported that they were going to be 
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married; and then the Mends and relatives of the 
yoong ladies pretended to think them injured and ill- 
treated^ if these reports were not realised. Our hero 
had some slight experience of the truth of these com- 
l^ints in his own case with the lady Sarah Lidhurst : 
he willingly took the rest upon trust — ^believed all 
the exaggerations of his companions — and began to 
think it prudent and necessary to follow their ex- 
ample^ and confine his attentions to married women. 
Many irresistible reasons concurred to make Mrs. 
Wharton the most convenient and proper person to 
Trhom he could pay this sort of homage : besides^ she 
seemed to fall to his share by lot and necessity ; for^ 
at Wharton's house^ every other lady and every other 
gentleman being engaged in gallantry^ p^ay^ or poli- 
tics, Mrs. Wharton must have been utterly neglected 
if Vivian had not paid her some attention. Common 
politeness absolutely required it; the attention be- 
came a matter of course^ and was habitually expected. 
Still he had not the slightest design of going beyond 
the line of modem politeness; but, in certain cir- 
cumstances, people go wrong a great way before they 
are aware that they have gone a single step. It was 
presently repeated to Mr. Vivian, by some of Mrs. 
Wharton's confidantes, in whispers, and under the 
solemn promise of secrecy, that he certainly was a 
prodigious favourite of hers. He laughed, and af- 
fected to disbelieve the insinuation : it made its im- 
pression, however ; and he was secretly flattered by 
the idea of being a prodigious favourite with such a 
beautiful young creature. In some moments he saw 
her with eyes of compassion, pitying her for the neg- 
lect with which she was treated by her husband : he 
began to attribute much of her apparent frivolity, 
and many of her faults, more to the want of a guide 
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and a friend than to a deficiency of understanding or 
defects of character. Mrs. Wharton had just suf- 
ficient sense to be cunning — ^this implies but a very 
small portion: she perceived the advantage whidi 
she gained by thus working upon Vivian's vanity and 
upon his compassion. She continued her operations, 
without being violently interested in their success ; 
for she had at first only a general wish to attract 
his attention^ because he was a fashionable young 
man. 

One morning, when he called upon Wharton to 
accompany him to the house of commons, he found 
Mrs. Wharton in tears, her husband walking up and 
down the room in evident ill-humour. He. stopped 
speaking when Vivian entered; and Mrs. Wharton 
endeavoured, or seemed to endeavour, to conceal her 
emotion. She began to play on' her harp; and 
Wharton, addressing himself to Vivian, talked of the 
politics of the day. There was some incoherence in 
the conversation; for Vivian's attention was dis- 
tracted by the air that Mrs. Wharton was playing, of 
which he was passionately fond. 

'' There's no possibility of doing any thing while 
there is such a cursed noise in the room !'* cried 
Wharton. '' Here I have the heads of this bill to 
draw up — I cannot endure to have music wherever I 

go " 

He snatched up his papers and retired to an ad- 
joining apartment, begging that Vivian would wait 
one quarter of an hour for him. — Mrs. Wharton's 
tears flowed afresh, and she looked beautiful in 
tears. 

" You see — you see, Mr. Vivian — and I am 
ashamed you should see — how I am treated. — I am, 
indeed, the most unfortunate creature upon the face 
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of the earth ; and nobody in this world has the least 
Compassion for me !" 

Vivian's countenance contradicted this last asser- 
tion most positively.— Mrs. Whaiton understood this ; 
and her attitude of despondency was the most grace- 
ful imaginable. 

** My dear Mrs. Wharton" — (it was the first time 
our hero had ever called her '^ his dear Mrs. Whar- 
ton ;" but it was only a platonic dear) — ^^ you take 
trifles much too seriously — ^Wharton was hurried by 
business — a moment's impatience must be forgiven." 

'' A moment !" replied Mrs. Wharton, casting up 
to heaven her beautiful eyes — " Oh ! Mr. Vivian, 
how little do you know of him ! — I am the most 
miserable creature that ever existed ; but there is not 
a man upon earth to whom I would say so except 
yourself." 

Vivian could not help feeling some gratitude for 
this distinction ; and, as he leaned over her harp with 
an air of unusual interes|;, he said he hoped that he 
should ever prove himself worthy of her esteem and 
confidence. 

At this instant, Wharton interrupted the conversa- 
tion, by passing hastily through the room. — '^ Come, 
Vivian," said he; " we shall be very late at the 
house." 

" We shall see you again of course at dinner," said 
Mrs. Wharton to Vivian in a low voice. Our hero 
replied by an assenting bow. 

Five minutes afterwards he repented that he had 
accepted the invitation, because he foresaw that he 
should resume a conversation which was at once in- 
teresting and embarrassing. He felt that it was not 
right to become the depository of this lady's com- 
plaints against her husband ; yet he had been moved 
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by her tears^ and the idea that he was the only man 
in the world to whom she would open her heart upon 
such a delicate subject interested him irresistibly in 
her fevour. He returned in the eveningj, and was 
flattered by observing^ that amongst the crowd of 
company by which she was surrounded he was in- 
stantly distinguished. He was perfectly persuaded 
of the innocence of her intentions ; and^ as he was 
attached to another woman^ he i^ncied that he could 
become the friend of the beautiful IVfrs. Wharton 
without danger. The first time he had an opportu- 
mity of speaking to her in private^ he expressed this 
id^ in the manner that he thought the most deli- 
cately flattering to her self-complacency. Mrs. Whar- 
ton seemed to be perfectly satisfied with this conduct ; 
and declared^ that unless she had been certain that 
he was not a man of gallantry^ she should never have 
placed any confidence in his friendship. 

" I consider you," said she, ^^ quite as a married 
man : by the by, when are you to be married, and 
what sort of a person is miss Sidney ? — I am told she 
is excessively handsome, and amiable, and sensible. — 
What a happy creature she is! — just going to be 
united to the man she loves !" Here the lady gave a 
profound sigh; and Vivian had an opportunity, of 
observing that she had the longest dark eyelashes 
that he had ever seen. 

" I was married," continued she, " before I knew 
what i was about. You know Mr. Wharton can be 
80 charming when he pleases — and then he was so 
much in love with me, and swore he would shoot 
himself if I would not have him — and all that sort 
of thing. — I protest I was terrified ; and I was quite 
a child, you know. I had been out but six weeks, 
and I thought I was in love with hun, TYi'aX ^^& 

VOL. IX. Qt 
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because I did not know what love was — then ; — be- 
sidesj he hurried and teased me to such a degree I--^ 
After all^ I'm convinced I married him more out of 
compassion than any thing else; and now you see 
how he treats pie! — ^most barbarously and tyran- 
nically ! — But I would not give the least hint of this 
to any man living but yourself. I conjure you to 
keep my secret — and — ^pity me ! — that is all I ask — 
pity me sometimes^ when your thoughts are not ab- 
sorbed in a happier maimer." 

Vivian's generosity was piqued : he could not be 
so selfish as to be engrossed exclusively by his own 
felicity. He thought that delicacy should induce 
him to forbear expatiating upon Selina's virtues and 
accomplishments^ or upon his passion. He carried 
this delicacy so far^ that sometimes for a fortnight or 
three weeks he never mentioned her name. He could 
not but observe that Mrs. Wharton did not like him 
the less for this species of sacrifice. In her society^ 
he often met with people who spoke of miss Sidney 
as a prude; or^ more mortifying stilly as a person 
whom nobody knew. His varying colour showed 
Mrs. Wharton^ on these occasions^ what he felt ; and 
she had always sufficient cunning to repress dislike 
to her rivals and to raise herself in our hero's opinion 
by a generous silence. It may be observed, that Mrs. 
Wharton managed her attack upon Vivian with more 
art than could be expected from so silly a woman ; 
but we must consider that all her faculties were con- 
centrated on one object ; so that she seemed to have 
' an instinct for coquetry. The most silly animals in 
the creation^ from the insect tribe upwards, show, on 
some occasions, where their interests are immediately 
concerned, a degree of sagacity and ingenuity, which, 
^mpared Avith their usual imbecility, appears abso- 
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lately wonderful. The opinion which Vivian had 
early formed of the weakness of this lady's under- 
standing prevented him from, being on his guard 
against her artifices : he could not conceive it possible 
that he should be duped by a person so obviously his 
inferior. With a woman of talents and knowledge^ 
he might have been suspicious ; but there was no- 
thing in Mrs. Wharton to alarm his pride or to 
awaken his fears : he fancied that he could extricate 
himself in a moment^ and with the slightest effort, 
£rom any snares which she could contrive ; and, un- 
der this persuasion, he n^lected to make even that 
slight effort, and thus continued from hour to hour in 
voluntary captivity. 

Insensibly Vivian became more interested for Mrs. 
Wharton ; and, at the same time, submitted with in- 
creased facility to the influence of her husband. It 
was necessary that he should have some excuse to the 
world, and yet more to his own conscience, for being 
so constantly at Wharton's. The pleasure he took 
in Wharton's conversation was still a sort of involun- 
tary excuse to himself for his intimacy with the lady. 
*' Wharton's wit more than Mrs. Wharton's beauty," 
thought he, " is the attraction that draws me here — 
I am full as ready to be of his parties as of hers ; 
and this is the best proof that all is as it should be." 

Wharton's parties were not always such as Vivian 
would have chosen ; but he was pressed on, without 
power of resistance. For instance, one night Whar- 
ton was going with lord Pontipool and a set of dissi- 
pated young men to the house of a lady who made 
herself fashionable by keeping a faro-bank. 

^' Vivian, you'll come along with us ?" said Whar- 
ton. '^ Come, we must have you-^unless you are 
more happily engaged." 

1^*1 
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His ey^ glanced with a mixture of contempt and 
jealousy upon his wife. Mrs. Wharton's alarmed and 
imploring countenance at the same moment seemed 
to say, " For Heaven's sake go with him, or I am 
undone." In such circumstances, it was impossible 
for Vivian to say no : he followed immediately ;. act- 
ing, as he thought, from a principle of honour and 
generosity. Wharton was not a man to ^ive up the 
advantage which he had gained. Every day he 
showed more capricious jealousy of his wife, though 
he, at the same time, expressed the most entire con- 
fidence in the honour of his friend. Vivian still 
thought he could not do too much to convince him 
that his confidence was not misplaced ; and thus, to 
protect Mrs. Wharton from suspicion, he yielded to 
all her husband's wishes. Vivian now felt frequently 
ashamed of his conduct, but always proud of his mo- 
tives ; and, with ingenious sophistry, he justified to 
himself the worst actions, by pleading that he did 
them with the best intentions. 



CHAPTER V. 

By this time lady Mary Vivian began to hear hints 
of her son's attachment to Mrs. Wharton ; and, much 
alarmed, she repented having encouraged him to form 
a political or fashionable intimacy with the Whartons. 
Suddenly awakened to the perception of the danger, 
lady Mary was too vehement in her terror. With 
the warmest maternal affection for her son, and the 
best principles possible, she had not the art of ma- 
naging his mind, or indeed her own. Her anxiety 
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about him had^ from his childhood, been too great ; 
his education had been a subject of feverish solicitude, 
which had increased as he grew up, and had shown 
itself in a manner particularly irksome to him when 
he entered into the world. This operated against her 
most ardent wishes : it decreased instead of securing 
his confidence and affection ; for it was ridiculous in 
the eyes of most of the young men who were his com- 
panions, and he had not strength of mind to with- 
stand their raillery. He grew ashamed of being kept 
in dfve hy his mamma ; and he thought it incumbent 
upon him to prove that he was not under female go^ 
ffernment. From false shame, he often repressed even 
the tenderness he felt for his mother, and forbore to 
pay her those little attentions to which she had been 
habituated. Lady Mary's quick feelings were im- 
mediately shown in the most imprudent manner, in 
all the bitter eloquence of reproach ; she would have 
obtained more gratitude from her son if she had ex- 
acted less. He felt that he was to blame ; but knew 
that he was not the monster of ingratitude which her 
imagination and anger sometimes painted. To avoid 
discussions, which were extremely painful, he had 
gradually learned of late to shun her society. By this 
reciprocation of errors, the mother and son lost the 
advantage of the connexion by which nature and habit 
had united them. Perhaps the danger of Vivian's 
acquaintance with the Whartons might have been 
easily prevented in the beginning, if he had had less 
reserve with his mother, or she more indulgence for 
him. And now, when things were come to such a 
point, that lady Mary thought it her duty to speak, 
she spoke with so much warmth and indignation, that 
there was little chance of her counsels being of use. 
But, my dear madam, it is only ^ ^\a.\.Qm<(^ ^V 
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tacLment/* argued Vivian, when his mother re- 
presented to him that the world talked loudly of his 
intimacy with Mrs. Wharton. 

'^ A platonie attachment I -^-Fashionable, danger- 
ous sophistry !" said lady Mary. 

'^ Why so, ma'am ?" said her son, warmly ; " and 
why should we mind what the world say ? The world 
is so fond of scandal, that a man and woman cannot 
have any degree of friendship for one another without 
a hue and cry being immediately raised — and all the 
prudes and coquettes join at once in believing, or 
pretending to believe, that there must be something 
wrong. No wonder such a pretty woman as Mrs. 
Wharton cannot escape envy, and, of course, censure ; 
but her conduct can defy the utmost malice of her 
enemies." 

" I hope so," said lady Mary ; " and, at all events, 
I am not one of them. I know and care very little 
about Mrs. Wharton, whom I have always been ac- 
customed to consider as a frivolpus, silly woman ; but 
what I wish to say, though I fear i have lost your 
confidence, and that my advice will not 

*' Frivolous ! silly !" interrupted Vivian ; " believe 
me, my dear mother, you and half the world are, and 
have been, under a great mistake about her under- 
standing and character." 

'^ Her forming a platonie friendship with a young 
man is no great proof of her sense or of her virtue," 
said lady Mary. '* The danger of platonie attach- 
ments, I thought, had been sufficiently understood. 
Pray, my dear Charles, never let me hear more from 
you of platonics with married women." 

" I won't use the expression, ma'am, if you have 
any objection to it," said Vivian ; " but, mother, you 
wish me to live in the most fashionable company, and 
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yet you desire me not to live as they live, and talk as 
they talk : now, that is next to impossible. Pardon 
me, but I should not have thought^" added he, laugh- 
ing, '' that you, who like most things that are ^Eushion- 
able, would object to platonics'* 

'^ Object to them ! — I despise, detest, abhor them \ 
Platonics have been the ruin of more women, the de- 
struction of the peace of more families, than open 
profligacy ever could have accomplished. Many a 
married woman, who would have started with horror 
at the idea of banning an intrigue, has been drawn 
in to admit of a platonic attachmenti And many a 
man, who would as soon have thought of committing 
murder as of seducing his friend's wife, has allowed 
himself to commence a platonic attachment ; and how 
these end, all the world knows." 

Struck by these words, Vivian suddenly quitted his 
air of raillery, and became serious. Had his mother 
popped there, and left the rest to his good sense and 
awakened perception of danger, all would have been 
well ; but she was ever prone to say too much ; and, 
in her ardour to prove herself to be in the right, for- 
got that people are apt to tse shocked, by having it 
pointed out that they are utterly in the wrong. 

" Indeed, the very word platonics," pursued she, 
*^ is considered, by those who have seen any thing of 
life, as the mere watchword of knaves or dupes ; of 
those who deceive, or of those who wish to be de^ 
ceived." 

^^ Be assured, ma'am," said Vivian, ^' that Mrs. 
Whartwi is not one of those who wish either to de- 
ceive or to be deceived ; and, as to myself, I hope I 
am as far from any danger of being a dupe as of being 
a knave. My connexion with Mrs. Wharton is per- 
fectly innocent ; it is justified by the example of hun- 
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dreds and thousands every day in the fashionable 
world; and I shonld do her and myself great in- 
justioe> if I broke off our intimacy suddenly^ as if I 
acknowledged that it was impr<^er." 

^^ And what can be more improper ? sinoe you force 
me to speak plainly/' cried lady Mary ; " what can 
be more impr(^)er than sudi an intimacy^ especially 
in your circumstances?" 

'' My circumstances ! What circumstances^ ma'am ?** 

" Hare you forgotten miss Sidney ?" 

^' By no means^ ma'am^" said Vivian^ colouring 
deeply ; '' Mrs. Wharton is well apprised^ and was, 
from the first moment of our friendship^ clearly in«> 
formed of my— —engagements with miss Sidney." 

'' And how do they agree with your attachment to 
Mrs. Wharton ?" 

^ Perfectly well, ma'am — Mrs. Wharton under- 
stands all that perfectly well, ma'am." 

" And miss Sidney ! do you think she will under- 
stand it ? — and is it not extraordinary that I should 
think more of her feelings than you do ?" 

At these questions Vivian became so angry, that he 
was incapable of listening farther to reason, or to the 
best advice, even firom a mother, for whom he had the 
highest respect. The mother and son parted with 
feidings of mutual dissatisfaction. 

Vivian, from that spirit of opposition so often seen 
in weak characters, went immediately from his mo* 
ther's lecture to a party at Mrs. Wharton's. Lady 
Mary, in the mean time, sat down to write to miss 
Sidney. Whatever reluctance she had (originally felt 
to her son's marriage with this youi^ lady, it must be 
repeated, to her ladyship's credit, that Selina's honour- 
able and disinterested conduct had won her entire 
approbation. She wrote, therefore^ in the strongest 
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tenns to press the immediate conclusion of that match, 
which she now considered as the only chance of 9B» 
curing her son's morals |md happiness. Her letter 
concluded with these words : — " I shall expect you in 
town directly. Do not, my dear, let any idle scruples 
prevent you from coming to my house. Consider that 
my happiness, yoUr own, and my son's, depend upoii 
your compliance. I am persuaded, that the moment 
he sees you, the moment you exert your power over 
him, he will be himself ag|ain. But, believe me, I 
know the young men of the present day better than 
you do : their constancy is not proof against absence. 
If he lose the habit of seeing and conversing with you, 
I cannot answer for the rest. — Adieu ! I am so much 
harassed by my own thoughts, and by the reports I 
hear, that I scarcely know what I write. Pray come 
immediately, my dear Selina, that I may talk to you 
of many subjects on which I don't like to trust my- 
self to write. My feelings have been too long re- 
pressed. — I must unburden my heart to you. You 
only can console and assist me ; and, independently 
of all other considerations, you owe to my friendship 
for you, Selina, not to refuse this first request I ever 
made you. — Farewell ! I shall expect to see you as 
soon as possible. 

Yours, &C. 
St, James* s-Hreet, Mary Vivian." 

In this letter, lady Mary Vivian had not explained 
the nature of her son's danger, or of her fears for him. 
Motives of delicacy had prevented her from explicitly 
telling miss Sidney her suspicions that Vivian was 
attached to a married woman. '^ Selina," said her 
ladyship to herself, " must, probably, have heard the 
report from Mr. G ^ a gentleman who is so o€^tL 
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at her mother's ; therefore, there can be no necessity 
for my saying any more than I have done. She will 
understand my hints." 

Unfortunately, however, miss Sidney did not com- 
prehend, or in the least suspect, the most material 
part of the truth ; she understood simply, from lady 
Mary's letter, that Vivian's affections wavered, and 
die imagined that he was, perhaps, on the point of 
making matrimonial proposals for some fetshionable 
belle, probably for one of the lady Lidhursts ; but the 
idea of his becoming attached to a married woman 
never entered her thoughts. Indeed, Mrs. Sidney 
bad, with mistaken kindness, used every possible pre- 
caution to prevent any report or hint of this kind 

from reaching Selina. Mr. G had mentioned it 

to Mrs. Sidney ; but, from the dread of giving her 
daughter pain, she had conjured him never to give 
Selina the least hint of what she was convinced would 
turn out to be a false report. Selina, on her part, 
fearing to be influenced by her mother's indulgent 
counsels, resolved to answer lady Mary's letter, with- 
out consulting her, and without considiering any thing 
but what ought to be her decision. Many motives 
conspired to incline Selina to accept of the invitation. 
The certainty that lady Mary would be highly offended 
by a refusal ; the hint, that her influence over Vivian 
would operate immediately, and in all its force, if he 
were to see and converse with her ; and that, on the 
contrary, absence might extinguish his passion for 
ever; curiosity to learn precisely the nature of the 
reports, which his mother had heard to his dis- 
advantage ; but above all, a fond wish to be nearer to 
the man she loved^ and to have daily opportunities of 
seeing him, prompted Selina to comply with lady 
Mary's request. On the contrary, good sense and 
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delicacy represented^ that she had released Vivian 
from all promises^ all engagements ; that^ at partings 
she had professed to leave him perfectly at liberty : 
that it would^ therefore^ be as indelicate as imprudent 
to make such an attempt to reclaim his inconstant 
heart. She had told him^ that she desired to have 
proof of the steadiness^ both of his character and of 
his attachment^ before she could consent to many 
him. From this decision she could not^ she would 
not recede. She had the fortitude to persist in this 
resolution. She wrote to lady Mary Vivian in the 
kindest^ but^ at the same time^ in the most decided 
terms^ declining the tempting invitation. When she 
had heroically signed^ sealed^ and sent the letter^ she 
showed her mother lady Mary's letter^ and told her 
how and why she had answered it without consulting 
her. 

*' I was afraid of your indulgent affection for me," 
said Selina. " I knew that your judgment must de- 
cide as mine has done, but that you would dread 
to give me present pain ; therefore I have had the 
courage to determine for myself." 

Selina was surprised and mortified by the sudden 
and uncontrollable expression of vexation in her mo- 
ther's countenance. 

'' Surely, my dear mother and friend, you cannot 
but think I have done right ?" 

'^ Young women never do right when they don't 
consult their friends," said Mrs. Sidney, pettishly. 
These were almost the only angry words Selina had 
ever heard from her mother; and, as she expected 
high praise instead of blame, she stood quite con- 
founded. 

" Nay, don't look so miserable, child," said Mrs. 
Sidney; ^^it's more my fault than yours, after ^\ 
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but I would not, for any consideration, you had de- 
dined this invitation. Is the letter gone ?" 

" Yes, ma'am, two hours ago." 

" Ah ! my dear ! I should have told you — ^— but, 
then, I could not ^indeed I could not tell you !" 

" What ? my dear mother !" cried Selina, eagerly. 
" Pray tell me the whole truth." 

No— Mrs. Sidney could not bring herself to give 
so much present pain, especially when she saw, by 
the anxiety expressed in Selina's countenance, how 
much her sensibility was excited even by this slight 
hint. 

*' My love," said she, '^ compose yourself, and every 
thing will turn out, you'll see, just aS we wish. All 
young men, particularly all fashionable young men, 
are a little inclined to inconstancy ; and Vivian, who 
is now plunged into the midst of dissipation, must 
have some allowances made for him and for the times. 
All will be right at last, you'll see ; and, upon the 
whole, I think, my darling, you have judged, as you 
always do, best ; and, on many accounts, I am glad 
that you did not accept of lady Mary's invitation. So 
forgive me my hasty words, and keep up your spirits, 
mv child, and all will be well." 

With such vague words of consolation poor Selina 
might be soothed, but she could not be comforted: 
she was supported more by the consciousness that she 
had, however painful the effort, done all that she 
thought right and honourable. 

It happened that Vivian was with his mother at 
the moment when Selina's answer arrived. In the 
firm belief that such a pressing invitation as she had 
sent, to a person in Selina's circumstances and of 
Selina's temper, could not be refused, her ladyship 
had made it a point with her son to dine tete-h^tite 
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witk her this day; aiid she had been talking to him^ 
in the most eloquent but imprudent manner^ of the 
contrast between the characters of Mrs. Wharton 
and miss Sidney. He protested that his esteem and 
love for miss Sidney were unabated ; yet, when his 
mother told him that he would, perhaps, in a few 
minutes see his Selina, he changed colour, grew em- 
barrassed and melancholy, and thus by his looks 
effectually contradicted his words. He was roused 
from his reverie by the arrival of Selina's letter. 
His mother's disappointment and anger were ex- 
pressed in the strongest terms, when she found that 
Selina declined her invitation; but such are the 
quick and seemingly perverse turns of the human 
heart, Vivian grew warm in Selina's defence the 
moment that his mother became angry with her : he 
read her letter with tender emotion, for he saw 
through the whole of it the strength, as well as the 
delicacy, of her attachment. All that his mother's 
praises had failed to effect was immediately accom- 
plished by this letter ; and he, who but an instant 
before dreaded to meet Selina, now that she refused 
to come was seized with a strong desire to see her : 
his impatience was so great, that he would willingly 
have set out that instant for the country. Men of 
such characters as Vivian's are peculiarly jealous of 
their freewill ; and, precisely because they know 
that they are easily led, they resist, in affairs of the 
heart especially, the slightest appearance of control. 

Lady Mary was delighted to hear her son declare 
his resolution to leave town the next morning, and 
to see miss Sidney as soon as possible ; but she could 
not forbear reproaching him for not doing what she 
wanted precisely in the manner in whiph she had 
planned that it should be done. 
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" I see, my dear Charles," cried she, " that even 
when yon do right, I must not flatter myself that it 
is owing to any influence of mine. Give my com- 
pliments to miss Sidney, and assure her that I shall 
in future f(»*bear to injure her in your opinion by my 
interference, or even by expressing my approbation 
of her character. My anger, it is obvious, has served 
her better than my kindness ; and therefore she has 
no reason to r^et that my affection has been lessened, 
as I confess it has been, by her late conduct." 

The next morning, when Vivian was prepared to 
leave town, he called upon Wharton, to settle with 
hhn about some political business which was to be 
transacted in his abs^ice. Wharton was not at home 
—Vivian knew that it would be best to avoid seeing 
Mrs. Wharton ; but he was afraid that she would be 
offended, and he could not help sacrificing a few 
minutes to politeness- The lady was alone; ap- 
parently very languid, and charmingly melancholy. 
Before Vivian could explain himself, she poured forth, 
in silly phrases, but in a voice that made even non- 
sense please, a variety of reproaches for his having 
absented himself for such a length of time. — ^^ Posi- 
tively she would keep him prisoner, now that she 
had him safe once more." To be kept prisoner by a 
£air lady was so flattering, that it was full an hour 
before he could prevail upon himself to assert his 
liberty — ^the fear of giving pain, indeed, influenced 
him still m(Hre than vanity. At last, when Mrs. 
Wharton spoke of her engag^nents for the evening, 
and seemed to take it for granted that he would be 
of her party, he summoned resolution sufficient — Oh ! 
wonderful effort of courage ! — to tell her, that he was 
under a necessity of leaving town immediately. 

^' GUiing, I presume, to " 
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*' To the country/' said Vivian, firmly. 

" To the country! No, no, no; say, at once, to 

Selina ! — Tell me the worst in one word !" 

Astonished beyond measure, Vivian had not power 
to move. The lady fell back on the sofa in violent 
hysterics. Our hero trembled lest any of her servants 
^ould come in, or lest her husband should, at his 
return, find her in this condition, and discover the 
cause. He endeavoured in vain to soothe and compose 
the weeping ^r one ; he could not have the barbarity 
to leave her in this state. By sweet degrees she re- 
covered her recollection — was in the most lovely con- 
fusion — ^asked where she was — and what was going 
to happen. Vivian had not the rashness to run the 
risk of a second fit of hysterics ; he gav^ up all 
thoughts of his journey for this day, and the lady 
recovered her spirits in the most flattering manner. 
Vivian intended to postpone his journey only for a 
single day ; but, after he had yielded one point, he 
found that there was no receding. He was now per- 
suaded that Mrs. Wharton was miserable ; that ^e 
would never forgive herself for having betrayed the 
state of her heart. His self-love pleaded powerfully 
in her favour : he considered that her husband treated 
her with mortifying neglect, and provoked the spirit 
of retaliation by his gallantries. Vivian fancied that 
Mrs. Wharton's attachment to him might render her 
wretched, but would never make her criminal. With 
sophistical delicacy he veiled his own motives ; and, 
instead of following the plain dictates of reason, he 
involved his understanding in that species of senti- 
mental casuistry which confounds all principles of 
right and wrong. But the dread that he felt lest 
Wharton should discover what was going on might 
have sufficiently convinced him that he was not actixu^ 
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honourably. The suspicions which Mr. Wharton 
formerly showed of his wife seemed now to be com- 
pletely lulled asleep ; and he gave Vivian continually 
guch proofs of confidence as stung him to the soul. 
By an absurd^ but not an uncommon error of self- 
love, Vivian was induced to believe, that a man who 
professed to cheat mankind in general behaved to- 
wards him iii particular with strict honour, and even 
with unparalleled generosity. Honesty was too vulgar 
a virtue for Wharton ; but honour, the aristocratic, 
exclusive virtue of a gentleman, he laid claim to in 
the highest tone. The very frankness with which 
Wharton avowed his libertine principles with respect 
to women convinced Vivian that he had not the 
slightest suspicion that these could be immediately 
applied to the ruin of his own wife. 

" How can you, my dear Wharton, talk in this 
manner ?" said Vivian once, when he had been speak- 
ing with great freedom. " But it is better," added 
he, with a sigh, '^ to speak than to act like a villain." 

" Villain I" repeated Wharton with a sarcastic 
laugh ; ^^ you are grown quite ridiculous, Vivian : I 
protest I don't understand you. Women nowadays 
are surely able, if not willing enough, to take care 
oi themselves ; and villains, though they were very 
common in the time of miss Clarissa Harlowe, and 
of all the tragedy queens of the last century, are not 
to be heard of in these days. Any strange tales of 
those male monsters called seducers could gain credit 
during the ages of ignorance and credulity ; but now, 
the enlightened world cannot be imposed upon by 
such miracles ; and a gentleman may be . a man of 
gallantry — nay, even a lady may be a woman of gal- 
lantry — without being hooted out of society as a 
monster ; at all events, the blame is, as it should be^ 
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equally divided between the parties concerned ; and 
if modem lovers quarrel^ they do not die of grief, 
but settle their differences in a court of law, where 
a spinster may have her compensation for a breach of 
contract of marriage; a father or a husband their 
damages for the loss of the company, affection, solace^ 
services, &c. as the case may be, of his wife or 
daughter. All this is perfectly well understood ; and 
the t«Tors of law are quite sufficient, without the 
terrors of sentiment. — If a man punish himself, or 
let himself be punished, twice for the same off(Mice, 
once by his conscience, and once by his king and his 
country, he is a fool; and, moreover, acts contrary 
to the spirit of the British law, which sayeth — see 
Blackstone and others — that no man shall be pu- 
nished twice for the same offence — .Suffer your ri- 
sible muscles to relax, I beseech you, Vivian ; and do 
not affect a presbyterian rigidity, which becomes your 
face as ill as your age.*' 

'' I affect nothing — certaiidy I do not affect pres- 
byterian rigidity," cried Vivian, laughing. " But, 
after all, Wharton, if you had a daughter or a sister, 
what would you think of any man, your friend for 
instance, who should attempt '* 

" To cut your speech short at once," interrupted 
Wharton, ^' I should not think at all about the matter ; 
I should blow his brains out, of course ; and after- 
wards, probably, blow out my own. But treachery 
from a friend — from a man of honour — is a thing of 
which I can hardly form an idea. Where I give my 
confidence, I give it without any paltry mental re- 
servation — I Qould not suspect a friend." 

Vivian suffered, at this instant, all the agony 
which a generous mind, conscious of guilt, could 
endure. He thought that the confusion of \v\& \£l\x^<^ 

VOL. IX. Yl 
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must be visible in his countenance — bis embarrass- 
ment was so great that be could not utter a word 
Wbi^^n did not seem to perceive bis companion's 
agitation^ but passed on carelessly to other subjects 
of conversation; and at length completely relieved 
Vivian from fear of immediate detection^ by asking 
a favour from him — a pecuniary favour. 

" All is safe — Mrs. Wharton, af least, is safe, 
thank Heaven \" thought Vivian. " Had her husband 
the slightest suspicion, he never would condescend 
to accept of any favour from me." 

With eagerness, and almost with tears of gratitude, 
Vivian pressed upon Wharton the money which he 
condescended to borrow — it was no inconsiderable sum. 

" Wharton !" cried he, '^ you sometimes talk freely 
— too freely; but you are, I am convinced, the most 
open-hearted, unsuspicious, generous fellow upon 
earth — ^you deserve a better friend than I am." 

Unable any longer to suppress or conceal the 
emotions which struggled in his heart, he broke away 
abruptly, hurried home, shut himself up in his own 
apartment, and sat down immediately to write to 
Mrs. Wharton. The idea that Mrs. Wharton loved 
him in preference to all the fashionable coxcombs and 
wits by whom she was surrounded had insensibly 
raised our hero's opinion of her understanding so 
much, that he now imagined that the world laboured 
under a prejudice against her abilities. He gave 
himself credit for having discovered that this beauty 
was not a fool; and he now spoke and wrote to her 
as if she had been a woman of sense. With eloquence 
which might have moved a woman of genius, with 
delicacy that might have touched a woman of feeling, 
he conjured her to fortify his honourable resolutions ; 
and thus, whilst it was yet time, to secure her hap- 
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piiiess and his own. *' Instead of writing tliis letter^" 
added he in a postscript^ ^^ I ought/ perhaps^ to f]y 
from you for ever ; but that would show a want of 
confidence in you and in myself; and^ besides^ upon 
the most mature reflection^ I think it best to stay^ 
and wait upon you to-morrow as usual^ lest^ by my 
precipitation^ I should excite suspicion in Wharton's 
mind." 

The weak apprehension that Mrs. Wharton should 
betray herself by another fit of hysterics^ if he should 
leave town^ and if his departure should be suddenly 
announced to her by her husband^ or by some common 
acquaintance^ induced him to delay a few days longer^ 
that he might prepare her mind by d^ees^ and con- 
vince her of the necessity for their absolute separation. 
When he had finished his letter to Mrs. Wharton, he 
was sufiiciently well pleased with himself to venture 
to write to miss Sidney. His letters to her had of 
late be^i short and constrained ; but this was written 
with the full flow of affection. He was now in 
hopes that he should extricate himself honourably 
from his difficulties, and that he might at last claim 
his reward from Selina. 



CHAPTER VI. 

After he had despatched liis two letters, he 
became excessively anxious to receive Mrs. Wharton's 
answer. By trifling but unavoidable accidents, it 
was delayed a few hpurs. At last it arrived; Vivian 
tore it open, and re^d with surprise these words : 

^^ Your letter is just what I wished, and makes 
me the happiest of women-— that is, if y^sa^^ ^\sl<(j»^ 



100 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

— ^which, after all youVe said, I can't doubt. I am 
so hurried by visitors, and annoyed, that I cannot 
write more ; but shall have time to talk to-night at 
the opera." 

At the opera, Mrs. Wharton appeared in high 
spirits, and was dressed with more than usual elegance. 
It was observed that she had never been seen to look 
so beautifuL There was something in her manner 
that puzzled Vivian extremely ; this extraordinary 
gaiety was not what he had reason to expect. " Is it 
possible," thought he, ^^ that this woman is a mere 
coquette, who has been amusing herself at my expense 
all this time, and can now break off all coimexion 
with me without a moment's regret?" Vivian's 
pride was piqued: though he wished to part from 
the lady, he could not bear that this parting should 
evidently cost her nothing. He was mortified beyond 
expression by the idea that he had been duped. After 
the opera was over, whilst Mrs. Wharton was waiting 
for her carriage, he had an opportunity of speaking 
to her without being overheard. 

" I am happy," said he, with a constrained voice, 
" I am extremely happy to see you, madam, in such 
charming spirits to-night." 

'^ But are not you a strange man to look so grave ?" 
cried Mrs. Wharton. " I vow, I don't know what to 
make of you ! But I believe you want to quarrel 
for the pleasure of making it up again. Now that 
won't do. , By the by, I have a quarrel with you, sir. 
— How came you to sign your name to that foolish 
stuff you wrote me yesterday? Never do so any 
more, I charge you, for fear of accidents. But what's 
the matter now ? — You are a strange mortal ! — Are 
jou going to die upon the spot ? — ^What is the matter ?" ^ 
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" My letter to you was not signed^ I believe/' 
said Vivian, in an altered voice. 

" Indeed it was/' said Mrs. Wharton. " It was 
signed Charles Vivian, at full length. But why are 
you in such tremors about it ? I only mentioned it to 
put you on your guard in future. — ^I've burnt the 
letter — ^people always get themselves into scrapes if 
they dcm't bum love-letters — as I've often heard Mr. 
Wharton say/' added she, laughing. 

To his unspeakable consternation, Vivian now dis- 
covered that he had sent the letter intended for Se- 
lina to Mrs. Wharton ; and that which was designed 
for Mrs. Wharton he had directed to miss Sidney. 
Vivian was so lost in thought, that the cry of *^ Mrs, 
Wharton's carriage stops the way V was vociferated 
many times before he recovered sufficient presence of 
mind to hand the lady out of the house. He went 
home immediately, that he might reflect upon what 
was best to be done. His servant presently gave him 
a letter which a messenger had just brought firom the 
country. The packet was from Selina. 

*^ Enclosed, I return the letter which I received from 
you this morning. I read the first three lines of it 
before I perceived that it could not be intended for 
me — I went no farther. — I cannot help knowing for 
whom it was designed; but you may be assured 

that your secret shall be kept inviolably. You 

have no reproaches to fear from me. — This is the last 
letter I shall ever write to you. — —Leave it to me 
to explain my own conduct to my mother and to 
yours ; if they think me capricious, I can beiar it. I 
shall tell them that my sentiments are totally changed : 

I am sure I can say so with perfect truth. Oh i 

Vivian, it is you who are to \)e igiitvedi •, «^«^ ^3kcb% 
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may be endured except remorse. Would to Heaven 
I could save you from the reproaches of your own 
heart ! — Adieu ! 

Selina Sidney." 

The feelings of Vivian's mind^ on reading this 
letter^ cannot be described. Admiration^ love^ ten- 
derness^ remorse^ successively seized upon his heart. 
Incapable of any distinct reflection^ he threw himself 
upon his bed^ and closed his eyes^ endeavouring to 
compose himself to sleep^ that he might forget his 
existence. But^ motionless as he lay^ the tumult of 
his mind continued unabated. His pulse beat high ; 
and before morning he/ was in a fever. The dread 
that his mother should come to attend him^ and to 
inquire into the cause of his illness^ increased his 
agitation :->-she came. Her kindness and anxiety 
were fresh torments to lier unhappy son. Bitterly 
did he reproach himself as the cause of misery to 
those be loved and esteemed most in the world. He 
became delirious; and^ whilst he was in this state^ 
he repeated Mrs. Wharton's name sometimes in tones 
of endearment^ sometimes in accents of execration. 
His mother's suspicions of his intrigue were con- 
firmed by many expressions which burst from him^ 
and which were thought by his attendants to be 
merely the ravings of fever. Lady Mary had^ at this 
crisis^ the prudence to conceal her doubts, and to keep 
every body, as much as possible, out of her son's 
apartments In a few days his fever subsided, and he 
recovered to the clear recollection of ell- that had 
passed previously to his illness. He cdmost wished 
to be again delkdotts. The first time he was left 
alone, he rose from his bed, unlooked his bureau, 
snd smaed^ Stlax^'B littlteir, whidi lie vead again and 
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again^ stadjing each line and word, as if he could 
draw from them every time a new meaning. 

" She read but three lines of my letter,'' said he to 
himself; ^' then she only guesses that 1 have an in- 
trigue with Mrs. Wharton, without knowing that in 
this very letter 1 used my utmost influence to recall 
Mrs. Wharton to— herself." 

The belief that- Selina thought worse of him than 
he deserved was some consolation to Vivian. He was 
resolved to recover her esteem: he determined to 
break off all connexion with Mrs. Wharton; and, full 
of this intention, he was impatient till the physicians 
permitted him to go abroad. When he was at last 
free horn their dominion, had escaped from his cham- 
ber, and had just gained the staircase, he was stopped 
by his mother. 

" Charles," said she, ^^ before you quit me again, it 
is my duty to say a few words to you upon a subject 
of some importance." 

Lady Mary led the way to her dressiDg-robm with 
a dignified air ; Vivian followed with a mixture of 
pride and alarm in his manner. From the bare idea 
of a maternal lecture his mind revolted : he imagined 
that she was going to repeat the remonstrance which 
she had formerly made against his intimacy with Mrs. 
Wharton, and B^n^t platonics in general; but he 
had not the least apprehension that she had discovered 
the whole truth : he was, therefore, both surprised 
and shocked, when she spoke to him in the following 
manner : 

^' The libertinism of the age in which we live has 
so £Eur loosened all the bonds of society, and all the 
ties of nature, that I doubt not but a mother's anxiety 
for the morals of her s<m — ^her only sod — ^the son over 
whose education' -she has watched from k\& vBi£idSiss«^>» 
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maj appear^ even in his eyes^ a fit subject for ridicule- 
I am well aware that my solicitude and my counsels 
have long been irksome to him. I have lost his af- 
fections by a steady adherence to my duty; but I shall 
persevere with the less reluctance^ since the dread 
of my displeasure^ or the hope of my approbation, 
cannot now touch his sensibility. During your ill- 
ness, you have betrayed a secret — ^you have reason to 
start with horror. Is it possible that a son of mine> 
with the principles which I have endeavoured to in- 
stil into his mind, should become so far depraved ? 
Do I live to hear, from his own lips, that he is the 
seducer of a married woman — and that woman the 
wife of his friend ?" 

Vivian walked up and down the room in great 
agony : his mother continued, with increased severity 
of manner, '^ I say nothing of your dissimulation with 
me, nor of all your platonic subterfuges — I know 
that, with a man of intrigue, falsehood is deemed a 
virtue. I shall not condescend to inquire farther into 
your guilty secrets — I now think myself fortunate in 
having no place in your confidence. But I here de- 
clare to you, in the most solemn manner, that I never ^ 
will see you ag^n until all connexion between you 
and Mrs. Wharton is utterly dissolved. I do not 
advise — I command, and must be obeyed — or I cast 
you off for ever.** 

Lady Mary left the room as she uttered these 
words. Her son was deeply struck with his mother's 
eloquence : he knew she was right, yet his pride was 
wounded by the peremptory severity of her manner : 
— ^his remorse and his good resolutions gave place to 
anger. The more he felt himself in the wrong, the 
less he could bear to be re{»roached by the voice of 
authority. Even because his mother commanded him 
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to give up all connexion with Mrs. Wharton, he was 
inclined to disobey — ^he could not bear to seem to do 
right merely in compliance to her will. He went to 
visit Mrs. Wharton in a very different temper from 
that in which, half an hour before this conference 
with his mother, he had resolved to see the lady. 
Mrs. Wharton knew how to take advantage both of 
the weakness of his character and of the generosity 
of his temper. She fell into transports of grief when 
she found that lady Mary Vivian and miss Sidney 
were in possession of her secret. It was in vain that 
Vivian assured her that it would be kept inviolably; 
she persisted in repeating, " that her reputation was 
lost ; that she had sacrificed every thing for a man 
who would, at last, desert her in the most treacherous 
and barbarous manner, leaving her at the mercy of 
her husband, the most profligate, hard-hearted tyrant 
upon earth. As to her being reconciled to him," she 
declared, "that was totally out of the question; his 
behaviour to her was such, that she could not live 
with him, even if her heart were not fatally prepos- 
sessed in favour of another." Her passions seemed 
>vrought to the highest pitch. With aU the eloquence 
of beauty in distress, she appealed to Vivian as her 
only friend ; she threw herself entirely upon his pro- 
tection; she vowed that she could not, would not^ 
remain another day in the same house with Mr. 
Wharton; that her destiny, her existence, were at 
Vivian's mercy. Vivian had not sufficient fortitude 
to support this scene. He stood irresolute. The pre- 
sent temptation prevailed over his better resolutions. 
He was actually persuaded by this woman, whom he 
did not love, whom he could not esteem, to carry her 
off to the continent — ^whilst, at the very time, he 
admired, esteemed, and loved aaothi^. T\v&^^^^sssl^\ 
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the elopement was formed and settled in a few mi- 
nutes. On Mrs. Wharton's part, apparently with 
all the hurry of passion ; on Vivian's, with all the 
confusion of despair. The same carriage, the very 
same hprses, that had been ordered to carry our hero 
to his beloved Selina, conveyed him and Mrs. Whar- 
ton the first stage of their flight towards the continent. 
The next morning, the following paragraph appeared 
in the newspapers : 

V 

'^ Yesterday, the beautiful and fashionable Mrs. 
W******, whose marriage we announced last year 
to the celebrated Mr. W******, eloped from his 
house in St. James's-street, in company with C****** 

V*****, member for i — ■. shire. This catastrophe 

has caused the greatest sensation and astonishment 
in the circles of fashion ; for the lady in question had 
always, till this fatal step, preserved the most un- 
blemished reputation ; and Mr. and Mrs. W****** 
were considered as models of conjugal felicity. The 
injured husband was attending his public duty in the 
house of commons ; and, as we are credibly informed, 
was, with patriotic ardour, speaking in his country's 
cause, when this unfortunate event, which for ever 
bereaves him of domestic happiness, took place. What 
must increase the poignancy of his fedings upon the 
occasion remains to be stated — ^that the seducer was 
his intimate friend> a young man, whom he had 
raised into notice in public life, and whom he had, 
with all that warmth and confidence of heart for 
which he is remarkable, introduced into his house, 
and trusted with his beloved wife. Mr. W****** is, 
we hear, in pursuit of the fugitives." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

In the modern flEushionable code of honour^ when a 
man has seduced or carried off his friend's wife^ the 
next thing he has to do is to fight the man whom he 
has injured and betrayed. By thus appealing to the 
ordeal of the duel^ he may not only clear himself 
from guilt ; but^ if it be done with proper spirit^ he 
may acquire celebrity and glory in the annals of gal- 
lantry^ and in the eyes of the fair and innocent. In 
our hero's place^ most men of fashion would have 
triumphed in the notoriety of his offence^ and would 
have rejoiced in an opportunity of offering the hus- 
band the satisfaction of a gentleman. But^ unfor- 
tunately for Vivian^ he had not yet suited his prin- 
ciples to his practice : he . had acted like a man of 
fashion; but^ alas ! he still thought and felt like a 
man of virtue — as the following letter will show. 

'' TO 7)|H£ REV. HENBY RUSSELL. 

" Indignant as you will be^ Russell, at all you 
hear of me, you cannot be more shocked than I am 
myself. I do not write to palliate, or apologize — ^my 
conduct admits of no defence— ^I shall attempt none, 
private or public — I have written to my lawyer to 
give directions that no sort of defence shall be set up, 
on my part, when the affair oomes into Doctors' 
Commons — as it shortly will ; fw I understand that 
poor Wharton has commenced a prosecution. As to 
damages, he has only to name them — any thing 
within the compass of my fortune he may command 
— ^Would to Grod that money could make him amends ! 
But he is too generous, too noble a fdk^^-^^x^sj^is^g^ 
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as he is in som^ things^ how incapable would he be 
of acting as basely as I have done ! There is not^ 
perhaps, at this moment, a human being who has so 
high an opinion of the man I have injured as I have 
myself: — ^he did not love his wife — ^but that is no 
excuse for me — ^his honour is as much wounded as if 
I had robbed him of her during the time he loved her 
most fondly » — ^he once doted upon her, and would 
have loved her again, when he was tired of his gal- 
lantries ; and they might then have lived together as 

happily as ever, if I had not been . What 

was I ? — ^What am I ? — Not a villain — or I should 
glory in what I have done — ^but the weakest of hu- 
man beings — ^and how true it is, Russell, that ' all 
wickedness is weakness !' 

" I understand that W , wherever he goes, 

calls me a coward, as well as a scoundrel ; and says 
that I have kept out of the way to avoid fighting 
him. He is mistaken. It is true, I had the utmost 
dread of having his life to answer for — and nothing 
should have provoked me to fire upon him ; — ^but I 
had determined how to act — I would have met him, 
and have stood his fire. I should not be sorry, at 
present, to be put out of the world ; and would rather 
fall by his hand than by any other. But since this is 
out of the question, and that things have taken an- 
other turn, I have only to live, as long as it shall 
please God, a life of remorse — and, at least, to try to 
make the unfortunate woman who has thrown herself 
upon my protection as happy as I can. 

" If you have any remaining regard for a pupil 
who has so disgraced you, do me one favour — Go to 
miss Sidney, and give her what comfort you can. 
Say nothingybr me, or of me, but that I wish her to 
forget me as soon as possible* She discarded me from 
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her heart when she first discovered this intrigue — 
before this last fatal step. Still I had hopes of re- 
covering her esteem and affection ; for I had resolved 
But no matter what I resolved — all my reso- 
lutions failed; and now I am utterly unworthy of 
her love. This^ and all that is good and happy in % 
life, all the fair hopes and virtuous promises of my 
youth, I must give up. Early as it is in my day, my 
sun has set. I truly desire that she should forget 
me ; for you know I am bound in honour — Honour ! 
How dare I use the word ? — I am bound, after the 
divorce, to marry the woman I have seduced. Oh, 
Russell! what a wife for your friend! — What a 
daughter-in-law for my poor mother, after all her 
care of my education — all her affection — all her pride 
in me ! — It will break her heart ! Mine will not 
break. I shall drag on, perhaps, to a miserable old 
age. I am of too feeble a nature to feel these things 
as strong minds would — as you will for me ; but do 
not blame yourself for my faults. All that man could 
do for me, you did. This must be some consolation 
to you, my dear and excellent friend I May I still 
call you friend? — or have I no friend left upon 
earth? 

C. Vivian." 

From this letter, some idea may be formed of what 
this unhappy man suffered at this period of his life, 
from " the reflections of a mind not used to its own 
reproaches." The view of the future was as dreadful 
ajs the retrospect of the past. His thoughts continu- 
ally dwelt upon the public trial which was preparing 
— ^before him he saw all its disgraceful circumstances. 
Then the horror of marrying, of passing his whole 
future existence with a woman whom he could ^^\. 
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esteem or trust ! These last were secret subjects of 
anxiety and anguish^ the more intensely felty because 
he could not speak of these feelings ^and doubts to 
any human being. Such as Mrs. Wharton was^ she 
was to be his wife ; and he was called upon to defend 
4ier against reproach and insult^ — if possible^ from 
contempt. During the course of six weeks^ which 
they spent togetiier in exile at Brussels^ Vivian 
beoune so altered in his appearance, that his most 
intimate friends could scarcely have known him ; his 
worst enemies, if he had had any, could not have 
desired the prolongation of his sufferings. 

One evening, as he was sitting alone in his hotel, 
ruminating bitter thoughts, a letter was brought to 
him from Mr. Russell ; the first he had received since 
he left England. Every one, who has been absent 
from his friends in a foreign country, must know 
the sort of emotion which the bare sight of a letter 
from home excites ; but, in Vivian's circumstances, 
abandoned as he felt himself, and deserving to be 
abandoned by his best friends, the sight of a letter 
from Russell so struck him, that he gazed upon the 
directi(m for some minutes, almost without power or 
wish to open it. At last he opened, and read, " Re- 
turn to your country, your friends, and yourself, 
Vivian ! Your day is not yet over ! Your sun is not 
yet set! Resume your energy — ^recover your self- 
confidence — carry your good resolutions into effect — 
and you may yet be an honour to your family, a de- 
light to your fond mother, and the pride of your 
friend Russell. Your remorse has been poignant 
and sincere; let it be salutary and permanent in 
its consequences: this is the repentance which re- 
ligion requires. The part of a man of sense and 
virtue is to make his past errors of use to his future 
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conduct. Whilst I had nothing to say that could 
give you pleasure^ I forbore to answer your letter ; I 
forbore to overwhelm a mind sinking under remorse. 
My sacred duty is to waken the sinner to repentance^ 
not to shut the gates of mercy on the penitent. Now> 
I can relieve your mind from part of the load by 
which it has been justly oppressed. You know that 
nothing can palliate your conduct in an intrigue with 
a married woman— from this, I had hoped your moral 
and religious education would have preserved you. 
But of the premeditated guilt of deceiving the hus- 
band, and laying a plan to seduce the wife, I never 
suspected you; and I may now tell you, that you 
have not betj^yed Mr. Wharton ; he has betrayed 
you. You have not seduced Mrs. Wharton; you 
have been seduced by her. You are not bound to 
marry her — ^Whaiton cannot obtain a divorce — ^he 
dare not bring the affair to trial ; if he does, he is 
undone. There has been collusion between the par- 
ties. The proof of this you will find in the enclosed 
paper, which will be sworn to, in due legal form, 
whenever it is necessary. Even when you see them, 
you will scarcely believe these ^ damning proofs' of 
Wharton's baseness. But I always knew, I always 
told you, that this pretence to honour and candour, 
frankness and friendship, with this avowed contempt 
of all principle and all virtue, could not be safe, could 
not be sincere, would not stand the test, No- 
nothing should make me trust to the private honour 
of a man so corrupt in public life as Mr. Wharton. 
A man who sells his conscience fior his interest will 
sell it for his pleasure. A man who will betray his 
country will betray his fHend. It i^ in vain to palter 
with our conscience : there are not two honours — ^two 
honesties. How I rejoice at this moment^ in tls^^^ x^i^ 
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flection that your character^ as a public man^ is yet 
untarnished! You have still this great advantage: 
—feel its value. Return, and distinguish yourself 
among your countrymen: distinguish yourself by 
integrity still more than by talents. A certain de- 
gree of talents is now cheap in £ngland : integrity 
is what we want — ^true patriotism, true public spirit, 
noble ambition ; not that vile scramble for places and 
pensions, which some men call ambition; not that 
bawling, brawling, Thersites character, which other 
men call public spirit; not that marketable com- 
modity, with which Wharton, and such as he, cheat 
popular opinion for a season ; — ^but that fair virtue 
which vdU endure, and abide by its cause to the last ; 
which, in place or out, shall be the same; which, 
successful or unsuccessful, shall sustain the pos- 
sessor's character through all changes of party; which, 
whilst he lives, shall command respect from even the 
most profligate of his contemporaries; upon which, 
when he is dying, he may reflect with satisfaction ; 
which, after his death, shall be the consolation of his 
friends, and the glory of his country. All this is yet 
in your power, Vivian.— Come, then, and fulfil the 
promise of your early years ! Come, and restore to 
your mother a son worthy of her ! Come, and sur- 
pass the hopes of yqur true friend, 

H. Russell." 

The rapid succession of feelings with which Vivian 
read this letter can scarcely be imagined. The paper 
it enclosed was from a former waiting-maid of Mrs. 
Wharton's ; a woman who was expected to be the 
principal evidence on Mr. Wharton's side. She had 
been his mistress; one of those innumerable mis- 
tresses, to whom he had, of course, addressed his 
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transferable promises of eternal constancy. She too, 
of course, had believed the vow, in spite of all ex- 
perience and probability; and while she pardoned 
his infidelities to her mistress, &c. all which she 
deemed very natural far a gentleman like him, yet 
she was astonished and outrageous when she found 
him faithless to her own charms. In a fit of jealousy 
she flew to Mr. Russell, whom she knew to be Vi- 
vian's friend ; and, to revenge herself on Wharton, 
revealed the secrets which she had in her power ; put 
into Russell's hands the proofs of collusion between 
Mr. Wharton and his wife ; and took malicious pains 
to substantiate her evidence, to a lawyer's full satis« 
faction ; knowing that she might prevent the pos- 
sibility of a divorce, and that she should thus punish 
her perjured inconstant in the most sensible manner, 
by at once depriving him of twenty thousand pounds 
damages, and by chaining him again to a wife whom 
he abhorred. 

The same post which brought Vivian this woman's 
deposition and Russell's letter brought Mrs. Whar- 
ton notice that the whole plan of collusion was dis- 
covered: she was therefore prepared for Vivian's 
reproaches, and received the first burst of his asto- 
nishment and indignation with a studied Magdalen 
expression of countenance: then she attempted a 
silly apology, laying all the blame on her husband, 
and vowing that she had acted under terror, and that 
her life would not have been safe in his hands if she 
had not implicitly obeyed and executed his horrid 
plans. She wept and kneeled in vain. Finding 
Vivian immoveable in his purpose to return immedi- 
ately to England, she suddenly rose from her knees, 
and, all beautiful as she was, looked in Vivian's eyes 
like a fiend, whilst, with an unnatursl ^tcciXj^^^^^^^ 

roL, IX. -L 
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to him> ^^ You see^ fool as 1 am thought to be^ I have 
been too clever for some people ; and J can tell Mr. 
Wharton that I have been too clever for him^ too. 
His hesrt is set upon a divorce ; but he can't have it. 
He can't marry miss P — ■ — , nor yet her fortune^ nor 
ever shall! 1 shall remain at Brussels — I have 
friends here— and fnends who were my friends be- 
fore I was forced to give my hand to Mr. Whar- 
ton^ or my smiles to you^ sir ! — ^people who will not 
tease me with talking of remorse and repentance^ and 
such ungallant^ ungentlemanlike stuff; nor sit be- 
wailing themselves^ like a country parson^ instead of 
dashing out with me here in a fashionable style^ as a 
man of any spirit would have done. Biit you! — 
you're neiUier good nor bad; and no woman will 
ever love you, nor ever did. Now you know my 
whole mind." 

'^ Would to Heaven I had known it sooner !" said 
Vivian. ^' No— I rejoice that I did not sooner know, 
aid that I never could have suspected, such depra- 
vity ! ^under such a form, too." 

Mrs. Wharton's eye glanced with satisfaction upon 
the large mirror opposite to her. Vivian left her in 
utter disgust and horror. '^ Drive on !" cried he, as 
he threw himself into the chaise that was to carry 
him away ; " Faster ! ^ter !" 

The words, " and no woman will ever love you, 
nor ever did," rung upon Vivian's ear. '' There she 
is mistaken, thank Heaven !" said he to himself: yet 
the words still dwelt upon his mind, and gave him 
exquisite pain. Upon looking again at Russell's let- 
ter, he observed that SeHna Sidney's name was never 
mentioned; that she was neither directly nor in- 
directly alluded to in the whole letter. What omen 
to draw from this he could not divine. Again he 
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read it ; and all that Russell said of public life^ and 
his exhortations to him to come and distinguish him- 
self in public and in the political worlds struck him 
in a new light. It seemed as if Russell was sensible 
that there were no farther hopes of Selina^ and that 
therefore he tried to turn Vivian's mind from love to 
ambition. Fourteen times he read over this letter 
before he reached England ; but he could not discover 
from it any thing as to the point on which his heart 
was most interested. He reached London in this 
uncertainty. 

" Put me out of suspense^ my best friend," cried 
he, the moment he saw Russell : ^' tell me, is Selina 
living.?" 

^' Yes — she has been very ill, but is now recovered 
— quite recovered, and with your mother, who is 
grown fonder of her than ever she was." 

" Selina alive ! well ! and with my mother ! — and 
may I^ — I don't mean may I now, but may I ever 
kope? — Believe me, I feel myself capable of any 
exertions, any forbearance, to obtain her forgiveness 
—to merit May I ever hope for it ? — Speak !" 

Russell assured him that he need not dread miss 
Sidney's resentment, for that she felt none ; she had 
expressed pity more than anger — that she had taken 
pains to soothe his mother ; and had expressed sincere 
^satisfaction on hearing of his release from his un- 
worthy bondage, and at his return home to his 
friends. 

The tone in which Russell spoke, and the serious- 
ness and embarrassment of his manner, alarmed Vi- 
vian inexpressibly. He stood silent, and dared not 
ask iarther explanation for some minutes. — At length 
he broke silence, and conjured his friend to go im- 
mediately to miss Sidney and his moXXvet, ^taj^Vq x<^ 
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ijaest penaoissioii for him to see them both in each 
other's presence. Russell said, that if Vivian in- 
sisted, he would comply with his request ; but that 
he advised him not to attempt to see miss Sidney at 
present ; not till he had been some time in London 
— ^till he had given some earnest of the steadiness of 
his conduct — ^till he had appeared s^in, and distin- 
goislied himself in public life. ^' This might raise 
you again in her esteem; and/' continued Russell, 
" you must be aware that her love depends on her 
esteem — at least, that the one cannot exist without 
the other." 

'^ Will you deliver a letter to her from me?" said 
Vivian. " If you think I had better not attempt to 
see her yet, you will deliver a letter for me ?" 

After some hesitation, or rather some deliberation, 
Russell answered, in a constrained voice, ^ I will de- 
liver your letter, if you insist upon it." 

Vivian wrote : — Russell undertook to deliver the 
letter, though with evident reluctance. In the mean 
time Vivian went to see his mother, whom he longed 
yet dreaded to meet. Her manner was not now se- 
vere and haughty, as when she last addressed him ; 
but mild and benign : she held out her hand to him, 
and said, ^' Thank God ! my son is restored to me, 
and to himself!" 

She could say no more; but embraced him ten- 
derly. Russell had shown lady Mary that her son 
had been the dupe of a preconcerted scheme to work 
upon his passions. She deplored his weakness, but 
she had been touched by his sufferings; and was 
persuaded that his remorse would guard him against 
future errors. Therefore, not a word or look of re- 
proach escaped from her. When he spoke of Selina, 
iadj Maty, with great animation of countenance and 
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wannth of eulogium^ declared, that it was the first 
wish of her heart to see her son married to a woman 
of such a noble character and angelic temper ; " but/' 
added her .ladyship, her manner changing suddenly, 
as she pronounced the word but — before she could 
explain the but, Russell came into the room, and told 
Vivian that miss Sidney desired to see him. Vivian 
heard the words with joy ; but his joy was checked 
by the great gravity and embarrassment of his friend's 
countenance, and by a sigh of ill omen from his mo- 
ther. Eager to relieve his suspense, he hastened to 
Selina, who, as Russell tc^d him, was in lady Mary's 
dressing-room — the room in which he had first de- 
clared his passion for her. Hope and f^ alternate 
seized him — fear prevailed the moment that he beheld 
Selina. Not that any strong displeasure appeared in 
her countenance — no, it was mild and placid; but 
it was changed towards him, and its very serenity 
was alarming. Whilst she welcomed hinl to his 
native country and to his friends, and whilst she ex- 
pressed hopes for his future happiness, all hope for- 
sook him, and, in broken sentences, he attempted to 
stammer out some answer ; then throwing himself 
into a chair, he exclaimed, '' I see all future happi- 
ness is lost for me — and I deserve it !" 

^' Do not reproach yourself," said Selina, in a sweet 
voice ; but the voice, though sweet, was so altered to 
him, that it threw him into despair.* ^' It is my 
wish, not to inflict, but to spare you pain. I have, 
therefore, desired to see you as soon as possible, that 
you might not form ialae expectations." 

'^ Then you no longer love me, Selina? Now, 
after all I have suffered, you have the cruelty to tell 
me so? And you, who could form my character 
to every thing that is good and liQiU!Sva^i^^\ ^^svvv 
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• 

who alone could restore me to myself — you reject, 
you cast me from you for ever ?" 

*' I have suffered much," said Selina, in a tren*- 
bling voice, " since we parted." 

Vivian's eye quickly ran over her face and whole 
form, as she spoke these words ; and he saw, indeed, 
traces of sickness and suffering : his idea of his power 
over her affections, and his hopes, revived ; he seized 
the feeble hand, which lay motionless ; but she with- 
drew it decidedly, and his hopes again forsook him, 
when she gently raised her head, and continued tx> 
speak, '^ I have suffered much since we parted, Mr. 
Vivian; and I hope, you will spare me unnecessary 
and useless pain in this interview : painful to a cer- 
tain d^ee it must be to both of us ; for I cannot, 
even now that all feelings of passion have subsided, 
and that the possibility of my being united to you is 
past, tell you so, with all the composure which I had 
expected to do ; nor with all the firmness of voice 
and manner which is necessary, perhaps, to convinoe 
you of the truth, and to restore your mind to itself." 

'' The possibility of my being united to you is past ! 
— Why?" interrupted Vivian, incapable of under- 
standing or listening to any thing else, till this ques- 
tion was answered. 

" Do not force me to what may seem like cruel 
reproach ; but let it suffice for me to say, that my 
sentiments have been so much altered by b. year' 8 ex^ 
perience, that it is impossible for me ever to become 
your wife. My love was founded on esteem. I had, 
indeed, always fears of the instability of your cha- 
racter ; therefore, I put your resolution to the proof: 
the event has proved to me that my fears were but 
too just. I speak with difficulty ; for I cannot easily 
give you so much pain as I know that I am inflicting 
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at this moment. But^" resumed she^ in a more reso- 
lute tone, " it is absolutely necessary for your future 
peace of mind, as well as for my own, that I should 
convince you I am sincere, perfectly sincere, at this 
moment ; that I know my own heart ; that my de* 
termination has not been hastily formed, and cannot 
be alt^ed. l^e deliberate manner in which I now 
speak to you will, I hope, persuade you of this truth. 
And if I have hesitated, or showed any agitation 
in this interview, attribute it to its real cause — the 
weakness oi my health; feebleness of body, not of 
mind." 

She rose to leave the room ; but Vivian detained 
her, beseeching her, with all the eloquence of passion 
in despair, to hear him but for one moment ; whilst 
he urged that there was no probability of his ever 
relapsing into errors from which he had suffered so 
much; that now his character was formed by ad- 
versity ; and that such was the power which Selina 
possessed over his heart, that a union with her 
would, at this crisis, decide his fate ; that her steadi-^. 
ness would give stability to his resolutions ; and that 
his gratitude would so increase his affection, that he 
should have the strongest possible motives to make 
her a good husband ; that when he was happy in do- 
mestic life, he should feel every energy of his mind 
revive ; that he should exert all his powers to distin- 
guish Jiimself, and to justify the choice of the woman 
he adwed. 

In spite of the word adored, which has usually 
such power to confound female judgment, Selina per- 
ceived that all he said was merely a repetition of his 
former arguments, of which experience had proved 
the insufficiency. She was aware that, if before mar- 
riage his resdution and constancy had not \^^tl ^i^^ 
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to support the trials it would be folly or madness to 
marry him with the vague hope that she might reform 
his character. She therefore continued steady to 
her resolution ; and as she found that Vivian's dis- 
appointment was greater than she had expected^ she 
immediately withdrew from his mother's house. The 
next morning, when Vivian came to breakfast^ after 
having spent a sleepless nighty planning new ar- 
guments (»r new entreaties in favour of his love^ he 
found that his mistress was gone. His mother and 
his friend Russell joined in representing to him that 
it would he useless to follow her, that it would only 
give himself and Selina unavailing pain. Vivian felt 
this stroke severely. His mind was, as it were, adrift 
again. After the first violence of his feelings had 
spent itself, and when he sunk into that kind of 
apathy which is the consequence of exhausted passion, 
his friend Russell endeavoured to excite him to ho- 
nourable ambition. Vivian caught the idea, that if 
he distinguished himself in public life, smd if he there 
displayed steadiness of character, he might win back 
Selina's esteem and affection. Fired with this hope, 
he immediately turned his whole mind to the object ; 
applied with indefatigable ardour, day and night, to 
make himself master of the subjects likely to be dis- 
cussed in the ensuing session of parliament. At length 
his application and his energy were crowned with 
success. On a question of considerable political im- 
portance, which he had carefully considered, he made 
an excellent speech; a speech which directly made him 
of consequence in the house ; which, in the language 
of the newspapers, '' was received with unbounded 
applause, was distinguished for strength of argument, 
lucid order, and a happy choice of expression." But 
what encouraged our hero more than newspaper puffa 



VIVIAN. 121 

or party panegyrics was the approbation of his friend 
RusseU. Russell never prkised violently ; but a few 
words, or even a look of satisfaction from him, went 
farther than the most exaggerated eulogiums from 
others. Vivian pursued his course for some time 'with 
honour and increasing reputation. There was one 
man who never joined in any of the compliments 
paid to the rising orator; there was one man who 
always spoke of him with contempt, who pronounced 
that " Vivian would never go far in politics — that it 
was not in him — ^that he was too soft — que c'etoit 
bdtir sur de la boue, que de compter sur lui" Thia 
depreciator and enemy of Vivian was the man who, 
but a few months before, had been his political proneur 
and unblushing flatterer, Mr. Wharton. Exasperated 
by the consciousness of his own detected baseness, 
and provoked still more by his being i&ustrated in 
all his schemes, Wharton now practised every art that 
a malicious and unprincipled wit could devise to lower 
the opinion of Vivian's talents, and to prevent his 
obtaining either power or celebrity. Our hero was 
stimulated by this conduct to fresh exertions. So 
far Wharton's enmity was of service to him ; but it 
was of disservice, by changing, in some measure, the 
purity of the motives from which he acted. With 
love and honourable ambition now mixed hatred, 
thoughts of vengeance, views of vulgar vanity and 
interest : he thought more of contradicting Mr. 
Wharton's prophecies than of fulfilling his own. ideas 
of what was. fair and right. He was anxious to prove, 
that he could " go Jar in politics, that it was in him, 
that he was not too soft, and that it was not building 
on mud to depend on him." These indefinite ex* 
pressions operated powerfully and perniciously on his 
imagination. To prove that Wharton wa& TCi\^\.'d!&&^ 
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in liis prognostics^ it was necessary to our hero to 
obtain the price and stamp of talents — it was essential 
to gain political power ; and this could not be at- 
tained without joining a party. Vivian joined the 
party then in opposition. Wharton and he^ though 
both in opposition^ of course after what had passed 
oould never meet in any private company ; nor had 
they any communication in public, though on the 
dame side of the question : their enmity was so greats 
that not only the business of the nation^ but even the 
interests of their party^ were often impeded by their 
quarrels. In the midst of these disputes^ Vivian 
insensibly adopted more and 'more of the language 
and principles of the public men with whom he daily 
associated. He began to hear and talk of compensa- 
tions and jobs^ as they did ; and to consider all mea- 
sures proved to be necessary for the support of his 
party as expedient^ if not absolutely right. His 
eountry could not be saved^ unless he and his friends 
oould obtain the management of affairs ; and no men^ 
he founds could gain parliamentary influence^ or raise 
themselves into political power^ without acting as a 
body. TheUy of course^ all subordinate points of 
light were to be sacrificed to the great good of pro- 
moting the views of the party. This argument^ 
founded on the necessity of acting in concert, wbA 
applied continually ; and Vivian found that it ex- 
tended daily the bounds of his conscience. Stilly 
however^ his patriotism was upon the whole pure ; 
he had no personal views of interest^ no desire even 
to be in place^ independent of a wish to promote the 
g^ood of his country. Secret overtures were^ about 
this time^ made to him by government ; and inquiries 
were made if there was any thing which could gratify 
kim^ or by which he oould be induced to lay asi^ 
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his opposition^ and to assist in supporting their 
measures. Many compliments to his talents and 
eloquence^ and all the usual commonplaces, about the 
expediency and propriety of strengthening the hands 
of government, were, of course, added. Something 
specific was at length mentioned : it was intimated, 
that as he was of an ancient family, it might gratify 
him that his mother should be made a baroness in 
her own right. The offer was declined, and the 
temptation was firmly withstood by our hero; his 
oredit was now at its acm^ with his own coadjutors. 
Lady Mary whispered the circumstance, as a state 
secret, to sdl her acquaintance ; and Russell took care 
that miss Sidney should hear of it. 

Vivian was now cited as an incorruptible patriot. 
Wharton's malice, and even his wit, was almost si- 
lenced ; yet he was heard to say, amidst the din of 
applause, '^ This is only the first offer ; he is in the 
right to make a show of resistance : he will coquet 
for a time, and keep philandering on till he suits 
himself, and then he'll jilt us, you'll see." 

Such speeches, though they reached Vivian's ear 
by the kind offidousness of friends, were never made 
by Mr. Wharton so directly that he could take hold 
of them ; and Russell strenuously advised him not 
to seek occasion to quarrel with a man who evidently 
desired only to raise his own reputation by making 
Vivian angry, getting him in the wrong, and forcing 
him into an imprudent duel. 

'^Let your actions continue to contradict his words, 
and they can never injure you," said Russell. 

For some time Vivian adhered to his friend's 
advice, and he proudly felt the superiority of prin- 
ciple and character. But, alas ! there was one de- 
fence that his patriotism wanted — ecoTXWK^* '^V^^ 
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he was thus active in the public cause^ and exulting 
in his disinterestedness^ his private affairs were getting 
into terrible disorder. The expense of building his 
castle had increased beyond all his calculations — the 
expense of his election — the money he had lost at 
play whilst he was in Wharton's society — the sums 
he had lent to Wharton — the money he had spent 
abroad : — ^all these accumulated brought him to great 
difficulties ; for though his estate was considerable^ 
yet it was so settled and tied up^ that he could neither 
sell nor mortgage. His creditors became clamorous 
-r-he had no means of satisfying or (][uieting them : — 
an execution was actually sent down to his castle> 
just as it was finished. Lady Mary Vivian was in 
the greatest alarm and distress : she had no means 
of extricating her son. As to his fashionable friends 
— no hopes from such extravagant and selfish beings. 
What was to be done ? At this critical moment^ the 
offers from a certain quarter were renewed in another^ 
and^ as it seemed^ a more acceptable form ; a pension 
was proffered^ instead of a title ; and it was promised 
that the business should be so managed, and the 
pension so held in another name^ that nothing of the 
transaction should transpire; and that his seceding 
from opposition should be made to appear a change 
of sentiments from convicticm^ not from interested 
motives. Vivian's honourable feelings revolted from 
these offers, and abhorred these subterfuges— but 
distress — ^pecuniary distress ! he had never before felt 
its pressure ; he had never till now felt how powerful^ 
how compulsatory it is over even generous and high- 
spirited souls. Whilst Vivian was thus oppressed 
with difficulties, which his imprudence had brought 
upon him ; whilst his mind was struggling with op- 
posing motives^ he was^ most fortunately for his po- 
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litical integrity, relieved, partly by accident, and 
partly by friendship. It happened that the incumbent 
of the rich living, of which Vivian had the presenta-t 
tion, was dying just at this time ; and Russell, instead 
of claiming the living which Vivian had promised to 
him, relinquished all pretensions to it, and insisted 
upon his friend's disposing of his right of presenta- 
tion. The sum which this enabled Vivian to raise 
was fiilly sufficient to satisfy the execution which had 
been laid on his castle ; and the less clamorous cre- 
ditors were content to be paid by instalments, an- 
nually, from his income. Thus he was saved for the 
present, and he formed the most prudent resolves for 
the future. He was most sincerely grateful to his 
disinterested friend. The full extent of the sacrifice 
which Russell made him was not, however, known 
at this time, nor for some years afterwards. 

But, without anticipation, let us proceed with our 
story. Amongst those fashionable and political friends 
with whom our hero had, since his return to England, 
renewed his connexion, was my lord Glistonbury. 
His lordship, far from thinking the worse of him 
for his affair with Mrs. Wharton, spoke of it in 
modish slang, as " a new and fine feather in his cap ;" 
and he congratulated Vivian upon his having " carried 
off the prize without paying the price." Vivian's 
success as a parliamentary orator had still farther 
endeared him to his lordship, who failed not to repeat^ 
that he had always prophesied Vivian would make a 
capital figure in public life ; that ^'ivian was his 
member, &c. At the recess, lord Glistonbury in- 
sisted upon carrying Vivian down to spend the 
Christmas holidays with him at Glistonbury Castle. 

'' You must come, Vivian : so make your fellow 
put your worldly goods into my baioucivfe5^\!i'flcL\^ ^ 
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the door — ^and we are to have a great party at Glis- 
toobury— and private theatricals^ and the devil knows 
what ; and you must see my little Julia act^ and I 
must introduce you to the Rosamunda. Come^ come ! 
you can't refuse me ! — Why, you have only a bachelor's 
castle of your own to go to ; and that's a dismal sort 
of business, compared with what I have in petto for 
you — ' The feast of reason, and the flow of soul,' in 
the first style, I assure you. You must know, I 
always — even in the midst of the wildest of my wild 
oats — had a taste for the belles-lettres, and philo- 
sophy, and the muses, and the literati, and so forth 
a lways a touch of the Meceenas about me. — ^And 
now my boy's growing up, it's more particularly 
proper to bring these sort of people about him ; for, 
you know, clever men who have a reputation can 
sound a flourish of trumpets advantageously before 
■' a Grecian youth of talents rare' makes his appear- 
ance on the stage of the great world — Ha ! hey ! — ^Is 
not this what one may call prudence ? — Ha ! — Good 
to have a father who knows something of life, and of 
books too, hey ? Then, for my daughters, too— < 
daughter> I mean; for lady Sarah's lady Glistonbury's 
diild : her ladyship and miss Strictland have manu- 
factured her after their own taste and fashion ; and 

I've nothing to say to that — But my little Julia 

Ah, I've got a different «ort of governess about her 
these few months past — net without family battles, 
you may guess. But when Jupiter gives the nod, 
you know, even Juno, stately as she is, must bend. 
So I have my Rosamunda for my little Juliar— <who, 
by the by, is no longer my little Julia, but a pro- 
digious fine woman, as you shall see. But, all this 
time, is your fellow putting your things up ? No ! 
-—Hey } how ? Oh, I understand your long face Qf 
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hesitation — you have not seen the ladies since the 
Wharton affair^ and you don't know how they might 
look — Never fear! — lady Glistonbory shall do as I 
please^ and look as I please. Besides^ entre nous, I 
know she hates the Whartons ; so that her morality 
will have a loophole to cre^ out of; and you'll be 
safe and snug^ whilst all the blame will be thrown on 
them — Hey! — Oh, I understand things — pique my- 
self on investigating the human heart. Come, we 
have not a moment to lose — and you'll have your 
friend Russell, too— Come, come! to have and to 

hold, as the lawyers say " 

Seizing Vivian's arm, lord Glistonbury carried him 
off before he had half understood all his lordship had 
poured forth so rapidly; and before he had decided 
whether he wished or not to accept of this invitation. 



CHAPTER Vin. 

On his way to Glistonbury Castle, Vivian had full 
leisure to repent of having accepted of this invitation, 
recollecting, as he did, all the former reports about 
himself and lady Sarah Lidhurst. He determined, 
therefore, that his visit should be as short as possible ; 
and the chief pleasure he promised himself was the 
society of his friend Russell. 

On his arrival at the castle, he was told that Mr. 
Russell was out riding; and that every body else 
was in the theatre at a rehearsal, except lady Gliston- 
bury, the lady Sarah, and miss Strictland. He found 
these three ladies sitting in form in the great deserted 
drawing-room, each looking like a cop^ oi \k<^ ^'^i^T^ 
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and all as if they were deploring the degeneracy of 
the times. Vivian approached with due awe ; but, 
to his great surprise and relief, at his approach their 
countonances exhibited s<»ne signs of life. Lord 
Glistonbury presented him on his return from abroad 
— lady Glistonbury's features relaxed to a smile; 
though she seemed immediately to repent of it, and 
to feel it incumbent upon her to maintain her rigidity 
of mien. Whilst she, and of course miss Strictland 
and the lady Sarah, were thus embarrassed between 
the necessity of reprobating the sin, and the desire of 
pleasing the sinner, lord Glistonbury ran on with one 
of his speeches, of borrowed sense and original non- 
sense ; and then would have carried him off to the 
^hearsal ; but lady Glistonbury called Vivian back, 
begging, in her formal manner, ^^ that her lord would 
do her the favour to leave Mr. Vivian with her for a 
few minutes, as it was so long since she had the plea- 
sure of seeing him at Glistonbury." Vivian returned 
with as good a grace as he could ; and, to iind means 
of breaking the embarrassing silence that ensued, took 
up a book which lay upon the table, '^ Toplady's Ser- 
mons" — no hope of assistance from that: he had 
recourse to another — equally unlucky — "Wesley's 
Diary:" — another—" The Pilgrim's Progress." He 
went no farther ; but, looking up, he perceived that 
the lady Sarah was motioned by her august mother to 
leave the room. Vivian had again recourse to " Top- 
lady." 

^^ Very unfashionable books, Mr. Vivian," said miss 
Strictland, bridling and smiling as in scorn. 

" Very unfashionable books !" repeated lady Glis- 
tonbury, with the same inflection of voice, and the 
same bridling and smiling. " Very different," con- 
tinued her ladyship^ " very different from what you 



VIVIAN. 129 

hare been accustomed to see on some ladies' tables^ no 
doubts Mr. Vivian ! Without mentioning names^ or 
alluding to transactions that ought to be buried in 
eternal oblivion^ and that are so very distressing to 
your friends here to think of^ sir^ give me leave to 
ask^ Mr. Vivian^ whether it be true what I have 
heard^ that the prosecution^ and every thing rektive 
to it, is entirely given up ?" 

" Entirely, madam." 

^^ Then/' said lady Glistonbury, glancing her eye 
at miss Strictland, ^' we may welcome Mr. Vivian 
with safe consciences to Glistonbury ; and since the 
affair will never become public, and since lady Sarah 
knows none of the improper particulars ; and since 
she may, and, from her education, naturally will, class 
all such things under the head of impossibilities and 
£edse reports, of which people, in our rank of life 
especially, are subject every hour to hear so many; 
there cannot, as I am persuaded you will agree with 
me in thinking, miss Strictland, be any impropriety 
in our and lady Sarah's receiving Mr. Vivian again 
on the same footing as formerly. 

Miss Strictland bowed her formal assent — Vivian 
bowed, because he saw that a bow was expected from 
him ; and then he pondered on what might be meant 
by the words on the same footing as formerly ; and 
he had just framed a clause explanatory and re- 
strictive of the same, when he was interrupted by 
the sound of laughter, and of numerous, loud, and 
mingled voices, coming along the gallery that led to 
the drawing-room. As if these were signals for her 
departure, and as if she dreaded the intrusion and 
contamination of the revel-rout, lady Glistonbury 
arose, looked at her watch, pronounced her belief that 
it was full time for her to go to diea&, ^w^ T^Xl\t^ 

VOJj. IX, 15. 
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through a Venetian door^ followed by miss Strictland, 
repeating the same belief^ and bearing her ladyship's 
tapestry work: her steps quickened as the door at 
the opposite end of the room opened ; and curtsying 
(an unnecessary apology to Mr. Vivian) as she passed^ 
she left him to himself. And now^ 

'^ He sees a train profusely gay 
Come pTanGkling o^er the place." 

Some were dressed for comic^ some for tragic cha^ 
racters; but all seemed equally gay^ and tsdked 
equally fsust. There had been a dressed rehearsal of 
'' The Fair Penitent," and of " The Romp ;" and all 
the spectators and all the actors were giving and re- 
ceiving exuberant compliments. Vivian knew many 
of the party — some of them bel-esprits, some fashion- 
able amateurs ; all pretenders to notoriety, either as 
judges or performers. In the midst of this motley 
group, there was one figure who stood receiving and 
expecting universal homage : she was dressed as " The 
Fair Penitent ;" but her affected vivacity of gesture 
and countenancje was in striking contrast to her tragic 
attire; and Vivian could hardly forbear smiling at 
the minauderies with which she listened and talked 
to the gentlemen round her ; now languishing, now 
coquetting; rolling her eyes, and throwing herself 
into a succession of studied attitudes, dealing repar- 
tees to this side and to that ; and, in short, making 
the greatest possible exhibition both of her person 
and her mind. 

" Don't you know her? Did you never see her be- 
fore ? — No ! you've been out of England ; but you've 
heard of her, certainly.'* — Rosamunda/' whispered 
lord Glistonbury to Vivian. 
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*' And who is Rosamunda ? " fiaid Vivian ; ^^ an 
Actress ?" 

*^ Actress ! — Hush ! — Bless you I no— but the &• 
mous poetess. Is it possible that you hav'n't read 
the poems of Rosamunda? — They were in every 
body's hands a few months agO/ but you were abroad 
— ^better engaged^ or as well, hey? But, as I was 
going to tell you, that's the reason she's called The 
Rosamunda — I gave her the name, for I patronised 
her from the first. Her real name is Bateman ; and 
lady Glistonbury and her set call her miss Bateman 
still, but nobody else — She's an amazing clever wo-^ 
man, I assure you — more genius than any of 'em, 
since the time of Rousseau ! — Devil of a salary ! — - 
and devil of a battle I had to fight with some of my 
friends before I could fix her here; but I was de- 
termined I would follow my own ideas in Julia's 
education. Lady Glistonbury had her way and her 
routine with lady Sarah; and it's all very well, 
vastly well — 

^ Virtue for her too painful an endeavour, 
Content to dwell in decencies for ever.* 

You know the sort of thing ! Yes, yes — ^but I was not 
content to have my Julia lost among the mediocres, as 
I call them — so I took her out of miss Strictland's 
bands ; and the Rosamunda's her governess." 

^^ Her governess 1" repeated Vivian, with uncon- 
trollable astonishment ; '^ lady Julia Lidhurst's go- 
verness !" 

'^ Yes, you may well be surprised," pursued lord 
Glistonbury, mistaking the cause of the surprise: 
no one in England could have done it but myself-— 

k2 
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she refused innmnerable applications^ immense offers ; 
and^ after ali^ you know^ she does not appear as go- 
verness HtrSe^-^onlj as a friend of the family^ who 
directs Julia Lidhurst's literary talents. Oh! you 
understand, a man of the world knows how to mai»ge 
these things— sacrifices always to the vanity of the 
sex, or the pride, as the case may be. I never mind 
names, but things, as the metaphysicians say-^*4i- 
stinguish betwixt essentials and accidents — sound 
philosophy, that, hey? And, thank Heaven! a 
gentleman or a nobleman need not apologize in these 
days for talking of philosophy before ladies-^ven if 
any body overheard us, which, as it happens, I believe 
nobody does. So let me> now that you know your 
Paris, introduce you to ' The Rosamunda.'— Mr. 
Vivian — the Rosamupda. Rosamunda — Mr. Vivian." 
After Vivian had for a few minutes acted audience, 
very little to his own satisfaction, he was reeved by 
lord Glistonbury's exclaiming, ** But Julia ! Where's 
Julia all this time ?" 

• Rosamunda looked round, with the air of one in- 
terrupted by a frivolous question which requires no 
answer ; but some one less exalted, and more atten- 
tive to the common forms of civility, told his lordship 
that lady Julia was walking in the gallery with her 
brother. Lord Glistonbury hurried Vivian into the 
gallery. Vivian was struck the moment he met lady 
Julia with the great change and improvement in her 
appearance. Instead of the childish girl he had for- 
merly seen flying about, full only of the frolic of the 
present moment, he now saw a fine graceful woman 
with a striking countenance that indicated both ge- 
nius and sensibility. She was talking to her brother 
with so much eagerness, that she did not see Vivian 
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oome into the gallery ; and, as he walked on towards 
the farther end, where she was standing, he had time 
to admire her. 

^' A fine girl, faith ! though she is my daughter," 
whispered lord Glistonbury, '^ and would you believe 
that she is only sixteen ?" 

'' Only sixteen V 

'* Ay : and stay till you talk to her^— stay till you 
hear her-^-you wUl be more surprised. Sudi genius ! 
such eloquence! She's my own girL Well, Julia, 
my darling!" cried he, raising his voice, ^Mn the 
clouds, as usual ?" 

Lady Julia started— *but it was a natural, not a 
theatric start — Ksolouring at the consciousness of her 
own absence of mind. She came forward with a 
maimer that apologised better than words could do, 
and she received Mr. Vivian so courteously, and with 
such ingenuous pleasure i]^ her. counjtenance, that he 
began to rejoice in having accepted the invitation to 
Glistonbury: at the same instant, he recollected a 
look which his mother had given hjm when he first 
saw lady Julia on the terrace of the castle. 

*' Well, what was she saying to you, Lidhurst ? 
hey I my boy?" 

" We were arguing, sir/* 

" Arguing ! Ay, ay, she's the devil for that !■«- 
words at will !**--^ Persuasive words^ and more per- 
suasive sighs I' Ah, woman ! woman for ever ! always 
talking us out of our senses ! and which of the be9t 
of us would not wish it to be so? ' Oh ! let me, let 
me be deceived !' ia the cream of philosophy, epicur 
rean and stoio<^-4t least, that's my creeds But to the 
point : what was it about that she waa holding forth 
so charmingly-**<a book, or a lover? A book, I'Q 
wager; she's such a romantic litdft iQ^> wA ^f^ 
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unlike other women : leaves all her admirers there in 
the drawing-room^ and stays out here^ talking over 
musty books with her brother. But come^ what was 
the point ? I will have it argued again before me. — 
Let's see the book." 

Lord Lidhurst pointed out a speech in " The Fair 
Penitent/' and said that they had been debating 
about the manner in which it should be recited. 
Lord Glistonbury called upon his daughter to repeat 
4t : she showed a slight degree of unaffected timidity 
at first ; l)ut when her father stamped^ and bid her 
let him see no vulgar bashfulness^ she obeyed — ^re- 
cited charmingly — and, when urged by a little op- 
position from her brother, grew warm in defence of 
her own opinion — displayed in its support such sensi- 
bility, with such a flow of eloquence, accompanied 
with such animated and graceful, yet natural gesture, 
that Vivian was transported with sudden admiration. 
He was astonished at this early developement of feel- 
ing and intellect ; and if, in the midst of his delight, 
he felt some latent disapprobation of this display of 
talent from so young a woman, yet he quickly jus- 
tified her to himself, by saying that he was not a 
stranger ; that he had formerly been received by her 
family on a footing of intimacy. Then he observed 
farther, in her vindication, that there was not the 
slightest affectation or coquetry in any of her words 
or motions ; that she spoke with this eagerness, not 
to gain admiration, but because she was carried away 
by her enthusiasm, and, thoughtless of herself, was 
eager only to persuade, and to make her opinions 
prevail. Such was the enchantment of her eloquence 
and her beauty, that, after a quarter of an hour spent 
in her company, our hero did not know whether to 
wish that she had more sedateness and reserve, or to 
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rejoice that she was so animated and nataral. Before 
he could decide this pointy his friend Russell returned 
from riding. After the first greetii^ were over, 
Russell drew him aside^ and asked^ ^^ Rfs^y^ my dear 
Vivian, what brings you here ?" 

" Lord Glistonbury — ^to whom I had not time to 
say no, he talked so fast. But, after all, why should 
I say no ? I am a free man — a discarded lover. I 
am absolutely convinced that Selina Sidney's refusal 
wiU never be retracted ; my mother, I know, is of 
that opinicm. You suggested, that if I distinguished 
myself in public life, and showed steadiness, I might 
recover her esteem and afPection ; but I see no chance 
of it. My mother showed me her last letter — ^no 
hopes from that — ^so I think it would be madness, or 
folly, to waste my time, and wear out my feelings, 
in pursuit of a woman, who, however amiable, is lost 
to me." 

" Of that you are the best judge," said Russell, 
gravely- " I am far from wishing— from urging you 
to waste your time. Lady Mary Vivian must know 
more of miss Sidney, and be better able to judge of 
the state of her heart than I can be. It would not 
be the part of a friend to excite you to persevere in a 
pursuit that would end in disappointment ; but this 
much, before we quit the subject for ever, I feel it 
my duty to say — that I think miss Sidney the woman 
of all others the best suited to your character, the 
most deserving of your love, the most calculated to 
make you exquisitely and permanently happy." 

'' All that's very true," said Vivian, impatiently ; 
'' but, since I can't have her, why make me miser- 
able about her ?" 

'' Am I to understand," resumed Russell, after a 
long pause, '^ am I to understand that, TiOT? ^qk^'W<<% 
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regained your freedom^ yoa come here with the set- 
tled purpose of espousing the lady Sarah Lidhurst ?" 

'' Heaven forefend !** cried Vivian, starting back. 

^^ Then I am to go over again, on this subject, 
with indefatigable patience and in due logical order, 
all the arguments, moral, prudential, and conven- 
tional, which I had the labour of laying before you 
about a twelvemonth ago." 

^^ Save yourself the trouble, my dear friend \" said 
Vivian; '' I shall set all that upon a right footing 
immediately, by speaking of the report at once to 
some of the family. I was going to rise to explain 
this morning, when I was with lady Glistonbury ; 

but I felt a sort of delicacy ^it was an awkward 

time— «nd at that moment somebody came into the 
room." 

" Ay,** said Russell, ^^ you are just like the hero of 
a novel, stopped from saying what he ought to say by 
somebody's coming into the room. — Awkward time ! 
Take care you don't sacrifice yourself at last to these 
anfkwardnesses and this sort of delicacies, I have 
still my fears that you will get into difficulties about 
lady Sarah." 

Vivian could not help laughing at what he called 
his friend's absurd fears. 

'^ If you are determined, my dear Russell, at all 
events to fear for me. Til suggest to you a more rea< 
sonable cause of dread. Suppose I should fall de* 
sperately in love with lady Julia! — I assure you 
there's some danger of that. She is really very 
handsome and very graceful ; uncommonly clever and 
eloquent — ^as to the rest, you know her-^what is 
she ?" 

^^ All that you have said, and more. She has more 
genius and more sensibility than I have ever before 
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seen in a girl of her age. She might be made any 
thing — every thing; an ornament to her sex — an 
honour to her country — ^were she under the guidance 
of persons tit to direct great powers and a noble cha- 
racter ; but I dare not predict what may become of 
her under the mismanagement of those to whom she 
is at present abandoned. With the education she has 
undergone/ and that to which she is now exposed; 
one having controlled her in every^ even the most 
innocent thought and action; the other suddenly 
setting her free from all restraints^ even from those 
the most rational and necessary to her sex and to 
society ; I say she must be something more than fe- 
male^ more than human^ to be safe. No man of pru- 
dence would venture to ensure a woman running 
such risks. Almost in proportion to her abilities is 
her perils because in the same proportion is her con- - 
fidence in herself. I admire lady Julia's talents more 
than you do^ because I know them better; and, 
farther still, her amiable disposition, her precarious 
situation, her youth, her innocence, and inexperience, 
have altogether strongly interested me in her fate ; 
and yet I cannot, Vivian, as your friend, recommend 
her to you as a wife." 

" I am not thinking of her as a wife," said Vi- 
vian : ^' I have not had time to think of her at all yet. 
But you said, just now, that in good hands she might 
be made every thing that is good and great. Why 
not by a husband, instead of a governess ? and would 
not you call mine good hands ?'* 

*^ Qood, but not steady — ^not at all the husband 
fit to guide such a woman. He must be a man not 
only of superior sense, but of superior strength of 
mind." 

Vivian was piqued by this remark, «ad '^\^^cft»^si^ 
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to compare the fitness of his character to such a cha- 
racter as lady Julia's. Every moment he showed more 
curio^ty to hear farther particulars of her disposi- 
tion ; of the different characters of her governesses^ 
and of all her relations ; but Russell refused to say 
more. He had t<dd him what he was called upon^ as 
his friend, to reveal ; he left the rest to Vivian's own 
observation and judgment. Vivian set himself to 
work to observe and judge with all his might. 

He soon perceived that all Russell had told him of 
the mismanagement of lady Julia's education was true. 
In this house there were two parties, each in ex- 
tremes, and each with their systems and practice car- 
ried to the utmost excess. The partisans of the old 
and the new school were here to be seen at daggers- 
drawing. Lady Glistonbury, abhorrent of what she 
termed modern philosophy, and classing under that 
name almost all science and literature, especially all 
attempts to cultivate the understanding of women, 
had, with the assistance of her double, miss Strict>^ 
land, brought up lady Sarah in all the ignorance and 
all the rigidity of the most obsolete of the old school : 
she had made lady Sarah precisely like herself; with 
virtue, stiff, dogmatical, and repulsive ; with religion, 
gloomy and puritanical ; with manners, cold and au- 
tomatic. In the course of eighteen years, whilst lady 
Glistonbury went on, like clockwork, the same 
round, punctual to the letter but unfeeling -of the 
q)irit of her duties, she contrived, even by the weari- 
some method of her minuted diary of education, to 
make her house odious to her husband. Some task, 
or master, or hour of lesson, continually, and im- 
mitigably plagued him : he went abroad for amuse- 
ment, and found dissipation. Thus, by her unao- 
commodatipg temper, and the obstinacy of her mani- 
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fold virtues^ she succeeded in alienating the affections 
of her husband. In despair^ he one day exclaimed, 

" Ah que de vertus vous me faites hair;" 

and, repelled by virtue in this ungracious form, he 
flew to more attractive vice. Finding that he could 
not have any comfort or solace in the society of his 
wife, l^e sought consolation in the company of a mis- 
tress. Lady Glistonbury had, in the mean time, her 
consolation in being a pattern wife ; and in hearing 
that at card-tables it was universally said, that lord 
Glistonbury was the worst of husbands, and that her 
ladyship was extremely to be pitied. In process of 
time, lord Glistonbury was driven to his home again 
by the united torments of a virago mistress and the 
gout. It was at this period that he formed the no^ 
tion of being at once a political leader and a Mecae- 
nas; and it was at this period that he became ac- 
quainted with both his daughters, and determined 
that his Julia should never resemble the lady Sarah. 
He saw his own genius in Julia ; and he resolved, as 
he said, to give her fair play, and to make her one of 
the wonders of the age. After some months' counter^ 
action and altercation, lord Glistonbury, with a high 
hand, took his daughter from under the control of 
miss Strictland ; and, in spite of all the representa- 
tions, prophecies, and denunciations of her mother, 
consigned Julia to the care of a governess after his 
own heart — a miss Bateman ; or, as he called her. 
The Rosamunda, From the moment this lady was 
introduced into the family, there was an irrecon- 
cilable breach between. the husband and wife. Lady 
Glistonbury was perfectly in the right in her dread 
of such a governess as miss Bateman for her daughter; 
but 5he did not take the means to )jx«v«i\. XJaj^ ^-^"-^x 
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her remonstrances were too acrimonious ; her objec- 
tions too absolute ; she made no distinction between 
the use and abuse of reason and literature. Her 
ladyship was only partially and accidentally right: 
right in point of fact^ but wrong in the general prin- 
ciple ; for she objected to miss Bateman, as being of 
the class of literary women ; to her real faults^ her 
inordinate love of admiration^ and romantic impru- 
dence^ lady Glistonbury did not object^ because she 
did not at first know them ; and when she did^ she 
considered them but as necessary consequences of the 
cultivation and enlargement of miss Bateman's «n- 
derstanding, '' No wonder !" her ladyship would say; 
" I knew it must be so ; I knew it could not be 
otherwise. All those clever women^ as they are called^ 
are the same. This comes of literature and literary 
ladies." 

Thus moralizing in private with miss Strictland 
and her own small party^ lady Glistonbury appeared 
silent and passive before her husband and his ad^ 
herents. After prophesying how it all must end in the 
ruin of her daughter Julia^ she declared that she 
would never speak on this subject again : she showed 
herself ready^ with maternal resignation^ and in silent 
obduracy^ to witness the completion of the sacrifice 
of her devoted child. 

Lord Glistonbury was quite satisfied with having 
silenced opposition. His new governess^ established 
in her ofiice^ and with fidl and unlimited powers^ 
went on triumphant and careless of her charge ; she 
thought of little but displaying her own talents in 
company. The castle was consequently filled with 
crowds of amateurs ; novels and plays were the order 
of the day; and a theatre was fitted up ; all in open 
defiance of poor lady Glistonbury. The daughter 
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commenced her new course of education by being 
taught to laugh at her mother's prejudices. Such 
was the state of affairs when Vivian commenced his 
observations ; and all this secret history he learnt by 
scraps^ and hints^ and innuendoes^ from very par«- 
ticular friends of both parties — ^friends who were not 
troubled with any of Mr. Russell's scruples or dis- 
cretion. 

Vivian's attention was now fixed upon lady Julia : 
he observed with satisfaction^ that^ notwithstanding 
her governess's example and excitement^ lady Julia 
did not show any exorbitant desire for general ad- 
miration; and that her manners were free from 
coquetry and affectation : she seemed rather to dis- 
dain the flattery^ and to avoid both the homage and 
the company of men who were her inferiors in mental 
qualifications; she addressed her conversation prin- 
cipally to Vivian and his friend Russell ; with them^ 
indeed^ she conversed a great deal^ with much eager- 
ness and enthusiasm^ expressing all her opinions 
without disguise^ and showing on most occasions 
more imagination than reason^ and more feeling than 
judgment. Vivian perceived that it was soon sus- 
pected by many of their observers, and especially by 
lady Glistonbury and the lady Sarah, that Julia had 
a design upon his heart; but he plainly discerned 
that she had no design whatever to captivate him ; 
and that though she ^ve him so large a share of her 
company, it was without thinking of him as a lover : 
he saw that she conversed with him and Mr. Russell, 
preferably to others, because they spoke on subjects 
which interested her more ; and because they drew 
out her brother, of whom she was very fond. Her 
being capable, at so early an age, to appreciate Rus- 
sell's character and talents ; her pref^|ctiT\% \2ii^ ^jc^x^ 
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aense and his plain sincerity to the brilliancy^ the 
ftuhion, end even the gallantry of all the men whom 
Iter father had now collected round her^ appeared to 
Vivian the most unequivocal proof of the superiority 
isi her understanding and of the goodness of her dis- 
position. On various occasions^ he marked with de- 
light the deference she paid to his friend's opinion, 
and the readiness with which she listened to reason 
from him — albeit unused and averse from reason in 
general. Impatient as she was of control, and con- 
fident, both in her own powers and in her instinctive 
Qdoral sense (about which, by the by, she talked a 
great deal of eloquent nonsense), yet a word or a look 
from Mr. Russell would reclaim her in her highest 
flights. Soon after Vivian commenced his observa- 
tions upon this interesting subject, he saw an instance 
of what Russell had told him of the ease with which 
lady Julia might be guided by a man of sense and 
strength of mind. 

The tragedy of " The Fair Penitent," Calista by 
mbs Bateman, was represented with vast applause to 
a brilliant audience at the Glistonbury theatre. The 
same play was to be reacted a week afterwards to a 
fresh audience — it was proposed that Vivian should 
play Lothario, and that lady Julia should play Ca- 
lista: miss Bateman saw no objection to this pror 
posal: lord Glistonbury might, perhaps, have had 
the parental prudence to object to his daughter's 
appearing in public at her age, in such a character, 
before a mixed audience; but, unfortunately, lady 
Glistonbury bursting from her silence at this critical 
moment, said so much, and in such a prosing and 
puritanical manner, not only against her daughter's 
acting in this play, and in these circumstances, but 
i^inst all stage plays, playwrights, actors, and ac? 
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tresses whatsoever^ denouncing mad anathematising 
them all indiscriminately; that immediately lord 
Glistonbury laughed — ^miss Bateman took fire— «nd 
it became a trial of power between the contending 
parties. Lady Julia^ who had but lately escaped 
from the irksomeness of her mother's injudicious and 
minute control^ dreaded^ above all things^ to be again 
subjected to her and miss Strictland; therefore^ 
without considering the real propriety or impropriety 
of the point in question^ without examining whether 
miss Bateman was right or wrong in the license she 
had granted, lady Julia supported her opinion warmly ; 
and> with all her eloquence^ at once asserted her own 
liberty, and defended the cause of the theatre its 
general. — She had heard Mr. Russell once speak of 
the utility of a well-regulated public stage ; of the 
influence of good theatric representations in forming 
the taste and rousing the soul to virtue: he had 
shown her Marmontel's celebrated letter to Rousseau 
on this subject; consequently, she thought she knew 
what his opinion must be on the present occasion: 
therefore she spoke with more than her usual con- 
fidence and enthusiasm. Her eloquence and her 
abilities transported her father and most of her au- 
ditors, Vivian among the rest, with astonishment and 
admiration : she enjoyed, at this moment, what the 
French call unr grand succes ; but, in the midst of 
the buzz of applause, Vivian observed that her eye 
turned anxiously upon Russell, who stood silent, and 
with a disapproving countenance. 

'^ I am sure your friend, Mr. Russell, is displeased 
at this instant — and with me. — I must know why.*— 
Let us ask him. — Do bring him here." 

Immediately she disengaged herself from all hei' 
admirers, and, making room for Mr, Ru^^Vl \^\^^ 
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hear, waited^ as she said, to hear from him ses viriles, 
Russell would have declined speaking, but her lady- 
ship appealed earnestly and urgently for his opinion, 
saying, '^ Who will speak the truth to me if you will 
not ? On whose judgment can I rely if not on yours ? 
— You direct my brother's mind to every thing that 
is wise and good ; direct mine : I am as desirous to 
do right as he can be : and you will find me — self- 
willed and volatile^ as I know you think me — ^you 
will find me a docile pupil. Then tell me j^-ankly— - 
did I^ just now^ speak too much or too warmly ? I 
thought I was ^leaking your sentiments^ and that I 
must be right. But perhaps it was not right for a 
woman, or so young a woman as I am^ to support 
even just opinions so resolutely. And yet, is it a 
crime to be young ? — ^And is the honour of maintain*- 
ing truth to be monopolised by age ? — ^No, surely ; for 
Mr. Russell himself has not that claim to stand forth, 
as he so often does, in its defence. And is it un- 
becoming for a woman to do that which is in itself 
excellent and honourable? Oh^ yes! I anticipate 
your answer ; you like retiring rather than intrepid 
sense in our sex. I recollect the line you once 
quoted : 

* There is no woman, where there's no reserve.* 

How I wish that I had those reserved manners of 
which you approve ! — If you think that I ought not 
to act Calista ; if you think that I had better not ap- 
pear on the stage at all, only say so ! — ^All I ask is 
your opinion ; the advantage of your judgment. And 
you see, Mr. Vivian, how difficult it is to obtain it ! 
But his friend, probably, never felt this dif- 
ficulty !" 

With a degree of sober composure, which almost 

t 
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provoked Vivian^ Mr. Russell answered this ani- 
mated lady. And with a sincerky which^ though 
politely shown^ Vivian thought severe and almost 
cruel^ Russell acknowledged that her ladyship had 
anticipated some^ but not all of his objections. He re- 
presented that she had failed in becoming respect to 
her mother^ in thus publicly attacking and opposing 
her opinions^ even supposing them to be ill-founded. 
He declared that^ as to the case in discussion^ he was 
entirely of lady Glistonbury's opinion^ that it would 
be unfit and injurious to a young lady to exhibit her- 
self> even on a private stage^ in the character in which 
it had been proposed that lady Julia should appear. 
He explained^ with as much delicacy as he could^ the 
censures which a young woman might incur^ and the 
dangers to which private theatricals may lead, where 
the company is so little select as it was at this time at 
the Glistonbury theatre. 

Whilst Russell spoke, Vivian was charmed with 
the manner in which lady Julia listened : he thought 
her countenance encliantingly beautiful, alternately 
softened as it was by the expression of genuine hu- 
mility, and radiant with candour and gratitude. She 
made no reply, but immediately went to her mother ; 
and, in the most engaging manner, acknowledged 
that she had been wrong, and declared that she was 
convinced it would be improper for her to act the 
character she had proposed. With that cold haugh- 
tiness of mien, the most repulsive to a warm and 
generous mind, the mother turned to her daughter, 
and said, that, for her part, she had no faith in sud- 
den conversions, and starts of good conduct made 
little impression upon her; that, as far as she was 
herself concerned, she forgave, as in charity it became 
her, all the undut^id insolence mtli vAns^ ^^ V^^ 

VOL, IX. \a 
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been treated; that^ as to the rest^ she was glad to 
find^ for lady Julia's own sake^ that she had given up 
her strange^ and, as she must say> scandalous inten- 
tions. " However," added lady Glistonbury, '^ I am 
not so sai^uine as to consider this as any thing but a 
respite from ruin ; I am not so credulous as to believe 
in sudden reformations; nor — despicable as you and my 
lord do me the honour to think my understanding — am 
I to be made the dupe of a little deceitful fondling !*' 

Julia withdrew her arms which she had thrown 
round her mother ; and miss Strictland, after break<« 
ing her netting silk with a jerk of indignation^ ob- 
served, that, for her part, she wondered young ladies 
should go to consult their brother's tutor, instead of 
more suitable, and, perhaps, as competent advisers. 
Lady Julia, now indignant, turned away, and was 
withdrawing from before the triumvirate, when lady 
Sarah, who had sat looking, even more stiff and con- 
strained than usual, suddenly broke from her stony 
state, and, springing forward, exclaimed, " Stay, 
Julia ! — Stay, my dear sister ! — Oh, miss Strictland ! 
do my sister justice ! — When Julia is so candid, so 
eager to do right, intercede for her with my mother !" 

" First, may I presume to ask," said miss Strict- 
land, drawing herself up with starch malice ; '' first, 
may I presume to ask, whether Mr. Vivian, upon this 
occasion, declined to act Lothario ?** 

" Miss Strictland, you do not do my sister justice !'* 
cried lady Sarah : " miss Strictland, you are wrong 
-—very wrong !" 

Miss Strictland, for a moment struck dumb with 
astonishment, opening her eyes as far as they could 
open, stared at lady Sarah, and, after a pause, ex- 
claimed, " Lady Sarah ! I protest I never saw any 
thing that surprised me so much in my whole life ^ 
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•Wrong ! — very wrong ! — I ? My lady Glis- 

tonbury, I trust your ladyship " 

Lady Glistonbury^ at this instant^ showed^ by a 
little involuntary shake of her head^ that she was 
inwardly perturbed : lady Sarah threw herself upon 
her knees before her mother^ holding up her joined 
hands in the attitude of prayer. " Oh, madam ! — 
mother! forgive me if 1 failed in respect to miss 
Strictland ! But, my sister ! my sister ! " 

" Rise, Sarah, rise I" said lady Glistonbury, pull- 
ing asunder lady Sarah's supplicating hands ; " that 
is not a fit attitude! — And you are wrong, very 
wrong, to fail in respect to miss Strictland, my second 
self, Sarah. Lady Julia Lidhurst, it is you who are 
the cause of this — the only failure of duty your sister 
ever was guilty of towards me in the whole course of 
her life — I beg of you to withdraw, and leave me ray 
daughter Sarah." 

^^ At least, 1 have found a sister, and when I most 
wanted it,** said lady Julia. " I always suspected 
you loved me, but I never knew how much till this 
moment,*' added she, turning to embrace her sister ; 
but lady Sarah had now resumed her stony appear- 
ance, and, standing motionless, received her sister's 
embrace without sign of life or feeling. 

" Lady Julia Lidhurst,** said miss Strictland, 
'^ you humble yourself in vain : I think your mother, 
my lady Glistonbury, requested of you to leave your 
sister, lady Sarah, to us, and to her duty." 

" Duty !" repeated lady Julia, her eyes flashing 
indignation : " Is this what you call dull/ ? — Never 
will I humble myself before you again — I will leave 
you — I do leave you — now and for ever duty !" 

She withdrew: — and thus was lost one of tk*^ 
fairest occasions of confirming a yo\m^ ^iv\ csj.i^^^ 
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mind in prudent and excellent dispositions. Af^r 
humbling herself in vain before a mother^ this poor 
young lady was now to withstand a father's re- 
proaches ; and^ after the inexorable miss Strictland^ 
she was to encounter the exasperated miss Bateman. 
Whether the Gorgon terrors of one governess, or the 
fury passions of the other^ were most formidable^ it 
was difficult to decide. Miss Bateman had written 
an epilogue for lady Julia to recite in the character 
of Calista; and^ with the combined irritability of 
authoress and governess^ she was enraged at the idea 
of her pupil's declining to repeat these favourite lines. 
Lord Glistonbury cared not for the lines ; but^ con- 
sidering his own authority to be impeached by his 
daughter's resistance^ he treated his Julia as a traitor 
to his cause^ and a rebel to his party. It was in vain 
that Mr. Russell endeavoured to reason with his lord- 
ship.: there was nothing his lordship understood so 
little^ or hated so much^ as reason : he looked upon 
it^ indeed^ as an affront to his understanding that any 
one should talk of reason to him ; for he considered 
his tact upon all subjects as infallible^ and^ as his 
lordship said to IMr. Russell, " Sir, when a gentle- 
man or a nobleman has made up his opinions, what 
is the use of reasoning with him, since that is only 
saying, in other words, that your reason is right and 
his wrong, which is an insult to a rational being's 
understanding, that no man of any talent would 
willingly receive, and which, I conceive, no man of 
any politeness would willingly offer. Besides that, 
really, a member of either house," added his lordship, 
with a superciliously facetious smile, " really a mem- 
ber of either house has such a surfeit of debating in 
his country's service, that, upon honour, sir, I think 
he maj^ during a recess, be allowed an exemption 
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from all arguments and reasoning whatsoever — miles 
emeritus, sir ! — You, who are a scholar, understand 
the force of that apology ; and, at all events, I will 
have my daughter Julia obey me, and play Calista — 
meo periculo.*' 

Russell had no right to interfere farther ; but lady 
Julia was resolute in declining to play Calista ; and 
Vivian admired the spirit and steadiness of her re- 
sistance to the solicitations and the flattery wifh 
which she was assailed by the numerous hangers-on of 
the family, and by the amateurs assembled at Glis- 
tcmbury. Russell, who knew the warmth of her 
temper, however, dreaded that she should pass the 
bounds of propriety in the contest with her father 
and her governess; and he almost repented having 
given any advice upon the subject. The contest 
happily terminated in lord Glistonbury's having a 
violent fit of the gout, which, as the newspapers in- 
formed the public, ^^ terminated for the season the 
Christmas hospitalities and theatrical festivities at 
Glistonbury Castle !" 

Whilst his lordship suffered this fit of torture, his 
daughter Julia attended him with so much patience 
and affection, that he forgave her for not being will- 
ing to be Calista; and, upon his recovery, he an- 
nounced to miss Bateman, that it was his will and 
pleasure that his daughter Julia should do as she 
liked on this point, but that he desired it to be un- 
derstood that this was no concession to lady Gliston- 
bury's prejudices, but an act of his own pure grace. 

To celebrate his recovery, his lordship determined 
to give a ball ; and miss Bateman persuaded him to 
make it 9. fancy hall. In this family, unfortunately, 
every occurrence, even every proposal of amusement, 
became a subject of dispute and a aouice q1 t£c^^t^« 
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Lady Glistonbuiy^ as soon as her lord announced his 
intention of giving this hncj ball^ declined taking 
the direction of an entertainment^ which approached^ 
she said^ too near to the nature of a masquerade to 
meet her ideas of propriety. Lord Glistonbury 
laughed^ and tried the powers of ridicule and wit : 

'* But on th' impassive ice the lightnings play'd." 

To reason^ also, lord Glistonbury had now recourse ; 
and, forgetful of his late abjuration of its authority, 
complained that it was a very strange thing that it 
was impossible to bring lady Glistonbury ever to 
listen to reason on any one subject, even on a point of 
taste. The lady's cool obstinacy was fuUy a match 
for her lord's petulance: to all he could urge, she 
repeated, '' that such entertainments did not meet 
her ideas of propriety." Her ladyship, lady Sarah, 
and miss Strictland, consequently declared it to be 
their resolution, " to appear in their own proper 
characters, and their own proper dresses, and no 
others." 

These three rigid seceders excepted, all the world 
at Glistonbury Castle, and within its sphere of at- 
traction, were occupied with preparations for this 
ball. Miss Bateman was quite in her element, flat- 
tered and flattering, consulting and consulted, in the 
midst of novels, plays, and poetry, prints and pic- 
tures, searching for appropriate characters and dresses. 
This preceptress seemed to think and to expect that 
others should deem her oflice of governess merely a 
subordinate part of her business : she considered her 
having accepted of the superintendence of the educa- 
tion of lady Julia Lidhurst as a prodigious conde- 
scension on her part, and a derogation ^om her rank 
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and pretensions in the literary and fashionable world ; 
a peculiar and sentimental &vour to lord Gliston- 
bury, of which his lordship was bound in honour to 
show his sense^ by treating her as a member of his 
family, not only with distinguished politeness, but by 
deferring to her opinion in all things, so as to prove 
to her satisfaction that she was considered only as a 
friend, and not at all as a governess. Thus she was 
raised as much above that station in the family in 
which she could be useful, as governesses in other 
houses have been sometimes depressed below their 
proper rank. Upon this, as upon all occasions, miss 
Bateman was the first person to be thought of — her 
character and her dress were the primary points to be 
determined; and they were points of no easy de- 
cision, she having proposed for herself no less than 
five characters — the fair Rosamond, Joan of Arc, 
Cleopatra, Sigismunda, and Circe. After minute 
consideration of the dresses, which, at a fancy ball, 
were to constitute these characters, fair Rosamond 
was rejected, " because the old English dress muffled 
up the person too much ; Joan of Arc would find her 
armour inconvenient for dancing ; Cleopatra's diadem 
and royal purple would certainly be truly becoming, 
but then her regal length of train was as inadmissible 
in a dancing dress as Joan of Arc's armour." Be- 
tween Sigismunda and Circe, miss Bateman's choice 
long vibrated. The Spanish and the Grecian cos- 
tume had each its claims on her favour : for she was 
assured they both became her remarkably. Vivian 
was admitted to the consultation : he was informed 
that there must be both a Circe and a Sigismunda ; 
and that lady Julia was to take whichever of the 
two characters miss Bateman declined. Pending the 
deliberation, lady Julia whispered to Vivian, " ¥^\ 
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mercy's sake ! contrive that I may not be doomed to 
be Circe ; for Circe is no better than Calista." 

Vivian was charmed with her ladyship's delicacy 
and discretion; he immediately decided her go- 
verness, by pointing out the beautiful head-dress of 
Flaxman's Circe, and observing that miss Bateman's 
hair (which was a wig) might easily be arranged, so 
as to produce the same effect. Lady Julia rewarded 
Vivian for this able and successful manceuvre by one 
of her sweetest smiles. Her smiles had now power- 
ful influence over his heart. He rebelled against 
Russell's advice, to take more time to consider how 
far his character was suited to hers: he was con- 
scious, indeed, that it would be more prudent to wait 
a little longer before he should declare his passion, as 
lady Julia was so very young and enthusiastic, and 
as her education had been so ill managed; but he 
argued that the worse her education, and the more 
imprudent the people about her, the greater was her 
merit in conducting herself with discretion, and in 
trying to restrain her natural enthusiasm. Russell 
acknowledged this, and gave all due praise to lady 
Julia ; yet still he represented that Vivian had been 
acquainted with her so short a time that he could not 
be a competent judge of her temper and disposition, 
even if his judgment were cool ; but it was evident 
that his passions were now engaged warmly in her 
favour. All that Russell urged for delay so far ope- 
rated, however, upon Vivian, that he adopted a half 
measure, and determined to try what chance he 
might have of pleasing her before he should either 
declare his love to her ladyship or make his proposal 
to her father. A favourable opportunity soon oc- 
curred. On the day appointed for the fancy ball, 
the young lord Lidhurst, who was to be Tancred, 
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was taken ill of a feverish complaint; he was of a 
very weakly constitution^ and his friends were much 
alarmed by his frequent indispositions. His phy- 
sicians ordered quiet ; he was confined to his own 
apartment ; and another Tancred was of course to be 
sought for: Vivian ventured to offer to assume the 
character ; and his manner^ when he made this pro- 
posal to his fair Sigismunda^ though it was intended 
to be merely polite and gallant^ was so much agitated^ 
that she now^ for the first time^ seemed to perceive 
the state of his heart. Colouring high^ her ladyship 
answered^ with hesitation unusual to her^ '^ that she 
believed — she fancied — ^that is, she understood from 
her brother — that he had deputed Mr. Russell to 
represent Tancred in his place." 

Vivian was not displeased by this answer: the 
change of colour and evident embarrassment appeared 
to him favourable omens ; and he thought that whe- 
ther the embarrassment arose from unwillingness to 
let any man but her brother's tutor, a man domes- 
ticated in the family, appear as her Tancred, or whe- 
ther she was afraid of offending Mr. Russell, by 
changing the arrangement her brother had made ; in 
either case, Vivian felt ready, though a man in love, 
to approve of his mistress's motives. As to the rest, 
he was certain that Russell would decline the part 
assigned him ; and, as Vivian expected, Russell came 
in a few minutes to resign his pretensions, or rather 
to state that though lord Lfdhurst had proposed it, 
he had never thought of accepting the honour ; and 
that he should, in all probability, not appear at the 
ball, because he was anxious to stay as much as pos- 
sible with lord Lidhurst, whose indisposition in- 
creased instead of abated. Lord Glistonbury, after 
this explanation, came in high spirits^ aA.d\7\^\sciv^ 
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satisfaction in his countenance and manner^ said he 
was happy to hear that his Sigismunda was to have 
Mr. Vivian for her Tancred. So fEur all vi^as pros- 
perous to our hero's hopes. 

But when he saw lady Julia again^ which was not 
till dinner-time, he perceived an unfavourable altera- 
tion in her manner ; not the timidity or embarrass- 
ment of a girl who is uncertain whether she is or is 
not pleased, or whether she should or should not ap- 
pear to be pleased by the first approaches of a new 
lover ; but there was in her manner a decided haugh- 
tiness, and an unusual air of displeasure and reserve. 
Though he sat beside her, and though in general her 
delightful conversation had been addressed either to 
him or Mr. Russell, they were now both deprived of 
this honour ; whatever she said, and all she said, was 
unlike herself, was directed to persons opposite to 
h&Cy even to the captain, the lawyer, and the family 
parasites, whose existence she commonly seemed to 
forget. She eat as well as spoke in a hurried man- 
ner, and as if in defiance of her feelings. Whilst the 
courses were changing, she turned towards Mr. Vi-> 
vian; and after a rapid examining glance at his 
countenance, she said, in a low voice — " You must 
think me, Mr. Vivian, very unreasonable and whim- 
sical, but I have given up all thoughts of being 
Sigismunda. Will you oblige me so far as not to 
appear in the dress of Tancred to-night ? You will 
thus spare me all farther difficulty. You know my 
mother and sister have declared their determination 
not to wear any fmcy dress ; and though my father 
is anxious that I should, I believe it may be best that, 
in this instance, I follow my own jui^ment. — May 
I expect that you will oblige me ?" 

Vivian declared his entire submission to her lady.- 
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ship's judgment: and he now was delighted to be 
able to forgive her for all seeming caprice ; because 
he thought he saw an amiable motive for her conduct 
— ^the wish not to displease her mother^ and not to 
excite the jealousy of her sister. 

The hour when the ball was to commence arrived ; 
the room filled with company ; and Vivian, who flat- 
tered himself with the pleasure of dancing all night 
with lady Julia, as the price of his prompt obedience, 
looked round the room in search of his expected part- 
ner, but he searched in vain. He looked to the door 
at every new entrance — no lady Julia appeared. 
Circe, indeed, was every where to be seen and heard, 
and an uglier Circe never touched this earth ; but she 
looked happily confident in the power of her charms. 
Whilst she was intent upon fascinating Vivian, he 
was impatiently waiting for a moment's intermission 
of her volubility, that he might ask what had become 
of lady Julia. 

*' Lady Julia.** — She's somewhere in the room,* I 
suppose. — Oh! no: I remember, she told me she 
would go and sit a quarter of an hour with her bro- 
ther. She will soon make her appearance, I sup- 
pose ; but I am so angry with her for disappointing 
U8 all, and you in particular, by changing her mind 
about Sigismunda ! — Such a capital Tancred as you 
would have made ! and now you are no character at 
all ! But then, you are only on a par with certain 
ladies. Comfort yourself with the great Pope's (I 
fear too true) reflection, that 

^ Most women have no characters at all.' '* 

Miss Bateman's eye glanced insolently, as she 
spoke, upon lady Glistonbury's trio, who ^«a»ft!i^\s^ 
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at this instant^ all without fsEUicy dresses. Vivian^ 
shocked by this ill-breeding towards the mistress of 
the house^ offered his arm immediately to la^y Glis- 
tonbury, and conducted her with lady 8ar^ and 
miss Strictland to their proper places^ where^ having 
seated themselves^ each in the same attitude precisely^ 
they looked more like martyrs prepared for endurance 
than like persons in a ball-room. Vivian stayed to 
speak a few words to lady Glistonbury^ and was just 
going away^ when her ladyship^ addressing him with 
more than her usual formality, said, '^ Mr. Vivian, I 
see, has not adopted the fashion of the day ; and as 
he is the only gentleman present, whose fancy dress 
does not proclaim him engaged to some partner equally 
fanciful, I cannot but wish that my daughter, lady 
Sarah, should, if she dance to all at night, dance 
with a gentleman in his own proper character." 

Vivian, thus called upon, felt compelled to ask the 
honour of lady Sarah's hand ; but he flattered him- 
self, that after the first dance he should have done 
his duty, and that he should be at liberty by the time 
Julia should make her appears&ce. But, to his great 
disappointment, Mr. Russell, who came in just as he 
had finished the first two dances, informed him that 
lady Julia was determined not to appear at the ball, 
but to stay with her brother, who wished for her 
company. So poor Vivian found himself doomed to 
be lady Sarah's partner for the remainder of the 
night. It happened that, as he was handing her 
ladyship to supper, in passing through an antecham- 
ber where some of the neighbours of inferior rank 
had been permitted to assemble 'to see the show, he 
heard one farmer's wife say to another, '' Who beas 
that there, that's handing of lady Sarah?" — They 
were detained a little by the crowds so that he had 
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time to hear the whole answer. — '' Don't you know ?" 
was the answer. " That there gentleman is Mr. 
Vivian^ of the new castle^ that is to be married to 
her directly^ and that's what he's come here for ; for 
they've been engaged to one another ever since the 
time o' the election." 

This speech disturbed our hero's mind considerably; 
for it awakened a train of reflections which he had 
wilfully left dormant. Will it, can it be believed, 
that after all his friend Russell's exhortations, after 
his own wise resolutions, he had never yet made anyv. 
of those explanatory speeches he had intended } 

" Positively," said he to himself, '' this report 
shall not prevail four-and-twenty hours longer. I 
will propose for lady Julia Lidhurst befwe I sleep. 
Russell, to be sure, advises me not to be precipitate 
— to take more time to study her disposition ; but 
I am acquainted with her sufficiently;" (he should 
have said, I am in love with her sufficiently ;) ^^ and 
really now, I am bound in honour immediately to 
declare myself — it is the best possible way of putting 
a stop to a report which will be ultimately injurious 
to lady Sarah." 

Thus Vivian made his past irresolution an excuse 
for his present precipitation, flattering himself, as 
men often do when they are yielding to the impulse 
of their passions, that they are submitting to the dic- 
tates of reason. At six o'clock in the morning the 
company dispersed. Lord Glistonbury and Vivian 
were the last in the ball-room. His lordship b^an 
some raillery upon our hero's having declined appear- 
ing as Tancred, and upon his having devoted himself 
all night to lady Sarah. Vivian seized the moment to 
explain his real feelings, and he made his proposal 
for lady Julia. It was received with warm, ^^if^^^ 
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tion by the father^ who said he had always predicted 
that Julia would be his favourite ; and who seemed 
to rejoice the more in this proposal^ because he knew 
that it would disappoint and mortify lady Gliston- 
bury. The interests of his hatred seemed^ indeed^ 
to occupy his lordship more than the interests of 
ViFian's love; but politeness threw a decent veil 
over these feelings ; and^ after saying all that could 
be expected of the satisfaction it must be to a father 
to see his daughter united to a man of Mr. Vivian's 
family^ fortune^ talents^ and great respectability; and 
after having given^ incidentally and parenthetically^ 
his opinions^ not only concerning matrimony^ but 
concerning all other affairs of human life^ he wished 
his future son-in-law a very good nighty and left 
him to repose. But no rest could Vivian take — 
he waited wjth impatience^ that made every hour 
' appear at least two^ for the time when he was again 
to meet lady Julia. He saw her at breakfast ; but 
he perceived by her countenance that she as yet knew 
nothing of his proposal. -After breakfast^ lord Glis- 
tonbury said, " Come with me, my little Julia ! it is 
a long time since I've had a walk and a talk with 
you." His lordship paced up and down the terrace, 
conversing earnestly with her for some time : he then 
went on to some labourers, who were cutting down 
a tree at the farthest end of the avenue. Vivian 
hastened out to meet lady Julia, who, after standing 
deep in thought for some moments, seemed returning 
towards the castle. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" Mr. Vivian, I trust that I am not deficient in 
maidenly modesty/' said lady Julia, " when it is not 
incompatible with what I deem a higher virtue — sin- 
cerity. Now and ever, frankness is, and shall be, my 
only policy. The confidence I am about to repose in 
you, sir, is the strongest proof of my esteem, and of the 
gratitude I feel for your attachment. — My heart is no 
longer in my power to bestow. It is — ^young as I am, 
I dare to pronounce the words — irrevocably fixed upon 
one who will do honour to my choice. Your proposal 

was made to my father Why was it not made to 

me? ^Men^-all men but one — treat women as 

puppets, and then wonder that they are not rational 
creatures ! — Forgive me this too just reproach. But, 
as I was going to say, your proposal has thrown me 
into great difficulties --the greater because my father 
warmly approves of it. I have a strong afiPection for 
him ; and, perhaps, a year or two ago, I should, in 
the ignorance in which I was dogmatically brought 
up, have thought it my duty to submit implicitly to 
parental authority, and to receive a husband from the 
hands of a father, without consulting either my own 
heart or my own judgment. But, since my mind 
has been more enlightened, and has opened to higher 
views of the dignity of my sex, and higher hopes of 
happiness, my ideas of duty have altered; and, I 
trust, I have sufficient courage to support my own 
idea of the rights of my sex, and my firm conviction 
of what is just and becoming.** 

Vivian was again going to say something ; but, 
whether against or in favour of the iiglaX<& oi \iafe ^sss^ 



160 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

he had not clearly decided ; when her ladyship saved 
him the trouble^ by proceeding with the train of her 
ideas. 

'^ JMy sincerity towards my father will, perhaps, 
cost me dear ; but I cannot repent of it. As soon as 
I knew the state of my own heart — which was not 
till very lately — ^which was not, indeed, till you gave 
me reason to think you seriously liked me — I openly 
told my father all I knew of my own heart. Would 
you believe it ? — I am sure I should not, unless I 
had seen and felt it — my father, who, you know, 
professes the most liberal opinions possible; my 
father, who, in conversation, is ^ All for love, and the 
world well lost ;' my father, who let miss Bateman 
put the Heloise into my hands, was astonished, 
shocked, indignant, at his ovm daughter's confession, 
I should say, assertion of her preference of a man of 
high merit, who wants only the advantages, if they 
be advantages, of rank and fortune. My father was 
more astonished, more shocked, more indignant, than 
I can describe to you — quite outrageous at the first 
hint of my thinking of any thing, in shoit, but a 
suitable establishment, an establishment that should 
strengthen his political connexions, and do honour, in 
the eyes of the fashionable world, to his favourite 
daughter. — Oh ! the narrow-minded selfishness, the 

coldness of heart, the apathy But of my father let 

me. not say a disrespectful, an unkind word — ^he loves 
me— I wish I could esteem him as I did — I thought 
him superior to vulgar prejudices. — ^Would not you 
have thought so from his conversation ? — He it was 
who first enlarged my mind. Would to Heaven that 
he had never taken me from my mother's strict vi- 
gilance, from ' the bliss of ignorance,' in which I was 
brought up, unless I am to be allowed to use my 
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understandings to follow the dictates of my heart, 
and to enjoy the liberty of a free-born^ rational 
creature !" 

Lady Julia^ as she turned her eyes up to heaven, 
looked at least a beautiful creature. 

*' Mr. Vivian," continued she, " may I hope that 
now, when you must be convinced of the inefficacy of 
any attempt either to win or to control my affections, 
you will have the generosity to spare me all unne- 
cessary contest with my father ? If I am driven to 
oppose my father's commands,' and to reject the offer 
ci an establishment, of a connexion, which is every 
thing he desires for me, it will, without being of any 
advantage to you, increase my difficulties. It must 
render him more averse from the only union that can 
make his daughter happy ; and it may ruin the for- 
tunes of — the first, in my opinion, of human beings. 
I leave it to you, who have," continued lady Julia, 
smiling, '* so much more practice in these things 
than I have, to devise some means of withdrawing 
your suit. I will request another favour from you — 
and let my willingness to be obliged by you convince 
you that I appreciate your character — I request that 
you will not only keep secret all that I have said to 
you ; but that, if accident, or your own penetration, 
should hereafter discover to you the object of my 
affection, you will refrain from making any use of 
that discovery to my disadvantage. You see how 
entirely I have thrown myself on jour honour and 
generosity." 

Vivian assured her that the appeal was power&d 
with him ; and that, by mastering his own passicms, 
and sacrificing his feelings to hers, he would endeavour 
to show his strong desire to secure, at all events, her 
happiness. 

\OJj. IX. -M, 
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'^ I expected this generosity from you, Mr. Vivian/' 
said lady Julia ; '' and I am glad to find that I was 
not mistaken. You are not b'ke some pretended 
lovers, who begin to hate and attempt to injure the 
moment they are disappointed, or the moment their 
vanity is wounded. This is one example more 
added to my own experience, which convinces me 
that true love is pure from vanity — I was a very 
vain, childish creature, till love cured me of vanity 
and of a thousand faults and foibles. How it ex- 
pands, exalts, ennobles the mind ! Happy or miser- 
able in my future life, I have at least felt this ' un- 
reproved pleasure !' " 

'^ Charming woman !" exclaimed Vivian, ^^ may 
you never, as I do, feel the pain of disappointed 
affection !" 

'^ You are truly generous, Mr. Vivian, to listen to 
me with indulgence, to wish for my happiness, whilst 
I have been wounding your feelings. But, without 
any impeachment of your sincerity, or yet of your 
sensibility, let me say, that yours will be only a 
transient disappointment. Your acquaintance ^-ith 
me is but of yesterday, and the slight impression 
.made on your mind will soon be effaced ; but, upon 
my mind, there has been time to grave a deep, a first 
charactery of love, that never, whilst memory holds 

her seat, can be erased. 1 believe," said Julia, 

checking herself, whilst a sudden blush overspread 
her countenance — " I am afraid I have said too 
much, too much for a woman. The fault of my 
character, I know, I have been told, is the want of 
what is called reserve." 

Blushing still more deeply as she pronounced these 
last words, the colour darting up to her temples, 
spreading over her neck, and making its way to the 
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very tips of her fingers^ " Now I have done worse/' 
cried she^ covering her face with her hands. But 
the next moment^ resuming^ or trying to resume her 
self-possession^ she said^ ^^ It is time that I should 
retire, now that I have revealed my whole heart to 
you. It has, perhaps, been imprudently opened; 
but for that your generosity, sir, is to blame. Had 
you shown more selfishness, I should assuredly have 
exerted more prudence, and have treated you with 
less confidence." 

Lady Julia quitted him, and Vivian remained in 
a species of amaze, from which he could not imme* 
diately recover. Her frankness, her magnanimity, 
her enthusiastic sensibility, her eloquent beauty, had 
altogether exalted, to the highest ecstasy, his love 
and admiration. Then he walked about, beating his 
breast in despair at the thought of her affections 
being irrecoverably engaged — next quarrelled with 
the boldness of the confession, the assertio?i of her 
love — then decided, that, with all her shining qua- 
lities and ^oble dispositions, she wa;s not exactly the 
woman a man should desire for a wife : there was 
something too rash, too romantic about her; there 
was in her character, as she herself had said, and as 
Russell had remarked, too little reserve* Something 
like jealousy and distrust of his friend arose in 
Vivian's mind : " What !" said he to himself, " and 
is Russell my rival ? and has he been aU this time 
in secret my rival ? Is it possible that Russell has 
been practising upon the affections of this innocent 
young creature — confided to him, too ? All this time, 
whilst he has been cautioning me against her charms, 
beseeching me not to propose for her precipitately, 
is it possible that he wanted only to get, to keep the 
start of me ^ — ^No — ^impossible ! utterly im.T^Qs&\Vi\si.V 
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If all the circumstanoes^ all the evidence upon earth 
eonspired^ I would not believe it." 

Resolved not to do injustice^ even in his inmost 
soul, to his friend, our hero repelled all suspicion of 
Russell, by reflecting on his long and tried int^rity, 
and on the warmth and fidelity of his Mendship. In 
this temper, he was crossing the castle-yard to go to 
Russell's apartment, when he was met and stopped 
by one of the domesticated friends of the family, Mr. 
Mainwaring, the young lawyer : he was in the con- 
fidence of lord Glistonbury; and, proud to show it, 
he let Mr. Vivian know that he was apprised of the 
proposal that had been made, and congratulated him, 
and all the parties concerned, on the prospect of such 
an agreeable connexion. Vivian was quite unprepared 
to speak to any one, much less to a lawyer, upon this 
subject ; he had not even thouight of the means of 
obeying lady Julia, by withdrawing his suit ; there- 
fore, with a mixture of vexation and embarrassment 
in his manner, he answered, in commonplace phrases, 
meant to convey no precise meaning, and endeavoured 
to disengage himself from his companion ; but the 
lawyer, who had fastened upon him, linking his arm 
in Vivian's, continued to walk him up and down 
under the great gateway, saying that he had a word 
or two of importance for his private ear. This mail 
had taken much pains to insinuate himself into Vi- 
vian's favour, by the most obsequious and ofiicious 
attentions : though his flattery had at first been dis- 
gusting, yet, by persevering in his show of civility, 
he had at length inclined Vivian to think that he 
was too harsh in his first judgment, and to believe 
that, "after all, Mainwaring was a good friendly 
fellow, though his manner was against him." 

Mr. Mainwaring, with many professions of regard 
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for Vivian^ and with sundry premisings that he 
hazarded himself by the communication^ took the 
liberty of hinting, that he guessed^ from Mr. Vivian's 
inanner this morning, that obstacles had arisen on the 
part of a young lady who should be nameless ; and he 
should make bold to add that, in his private opinion, 
the said obstacles would never be removed whilst a 
certain person remained in the castle, and whilst the 
young lady alluded to was allowed to spend so much 
of her time studying with her brother when well, or 
nursing him when sick. Mr. Mainwaring declared 
that he was perfectly astonished at lord Glistonbury's 
blindness or imprudence in keeping this person i^ the 
house, after the hints his lordship had received, and 
after all the proofs that must or may have fallen within 
his cognizance, of the arts of seduction that had been 
employed. Here Vivian interrupted Mr. Main- 
waring, to beg that he would not keep him longer in 
suspense by innuendoes, but that he would name di- 
stinctly the object of his suspicions. This, however, 
Mr. Mainwaring be^ed to be excused from doin^ : 
he would only shake his he^d and smile, and leave 
people to their own sagacity and penetration. Vivian 
warmly answered, that^ if Mr. Mainwaring meant 
Mr. Russell, he was well assured that Mr. Main* 
waring was utterly mistaken in attributing to him 
any but the most honourable conduct. 

Mr. Mainwaring smiled^ and shook his head — 
smiled again, and sighed, and hoped Mr. Vivian was 
right, and observed that time would show ; and that> 
at all events, he trusted Mr. Viviaa would keep pro- 
foundly secret the hi^t which his friendship had^ in- 
discreetly perhaps, hazarded. 

Scarcely had Mr* Mainwaring retired, when de- 
tain Pickering met ajad seized lu^oia \^vnasL> \i^ N«^ 
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the same subject^ and gave similar hints^ that Russell 
was the happy rival who had secretly made himself 
master of lady Julia's heart. . Vivian, though much 
astonished, finding that these gentlemen agreed in 
their discoveries or their suspicions, still defended his 
friend Russell, and strongly protested that he would 
be responsible for his honour with his life, if it were 
necessary. The captain shrugged his shoulders, said 
it was none of his business, that, as Mr. Vivian took 
it up so wannly, he should let it drop ; for it was by 
no means his intention to get into a quarrel with Mr. 
Vivian, for whom he had a particular regard. This 
said, with all the frankness of a soldier, captain 
Pickering withdrew, adding, as the clergyman passed 
at this instant, " There's a man who could tell you 
more than any of us, if he would ; but, snug's the 
word with Wicksted." 

Vivian, in great ianxiety and much curiosity, ap- 
pealed to Mr. Wicksted : he protested that he knew 
nothing, suspected nothing, at least could venture to 
say nothing ; for these were very delicate family mat- 
ters, and every gentleman should, on these occasions, 
make it a principle to see with his own eyes. Gra- 
dually, however, Mr. Wicksted let out his opinion, 
and implied infinitely more than captain Pickering 
or Mr. Mainwaring had asserted. Vivian still main- 
tained, in the warmest terms, that it was impossible 
his friend Russell should be to blame. Mr. Wick- 
sted simply pronounced the word friend with a pe- 
culiar emphasis, and, with an incredulous smile, left 
him to his reflections. Those reflections were pain- 
ful ; for, though he defended Russell from the attacks 
of others, yet he had not sufficient firmness of mind' 
completely to resist the suggestions of suspicion and 
feaHouayj particularly when they had been oorrobo- 
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rated by so many concurring testimonies. He had 
no longer the courage to go immediately to Russell, 
to tell him of his proposal for lady Julia, or to speak 
to him of any of his secret feelings ; but, turning away 
from the staircase that led to his friend's apartment,' 
he determined to observe Russell with his own eyes, 
before he should decide upon the truth or falsehood 
of the accusations which had been brought against 
him. Alas ! Vivian was no longer in a condition to 
observe with his own eyes; his imagination was so 
perturbed, that he could neither see nor hear any 
thing as it really was. When he next saw Russell 
and lady Julia tc^ether, he wondered at his blindness 
in not having sooner perceived their mutual attach- 
ment : notwithstanding that lady Julia had now the 
strongest motives to suppress every indication of her 
passion^ symptoms of it broke out continually, the 
more violent, perhaps, from her endeavours to conceal 
them. He knew that she was passionately in love 
with Russell ; and that Russell should not have per- 
ceived what every other man, even every indifferent 
spectator, had discovered, appeared incredible. Rus- 
sell's calm manner and entire self-possession some- 
times provoked Vivian, and sometimes quelled his 
suspicions; sometimes he looked upon this calmness 
as the extreme of art, sometimes as a proof of inno- 
cence, which could not be counterfeit. At one mo- 
ment he was so much struck with Russell's friendly 
countenance, that, quite ashamed of his suspicions, 
he was upon the point of speaking openly to him ; 
but, unfortunately, these intentions were frustrated 
by some slight obstacle. At length n^iss Strictland, 
who had lately been very courteous to Mr. Vivian, 
took an opportunity of drawing him into one of the 
recessed windows ; where, with iD&xat.^ d^cn^X^ \xx 
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bringing herself to speak on such a subject^ after in- 
conceivable bridlings of the head^ and contortions of 
every muscle of her neck^ she insinuated to him her 
fears^ that my lord Glistonbury's c(mfidence had been 
very ill placed in lord Lidhurst's tutor : she was aware 
that Mr. Kussell had the honour of Mr. Vivian's 
friendship, but nothing could prevent her from speak- 
ing, where she felt it to be so much her duty ; and 
that, as from the unfortunate circumstances in the 
family she had no longer any influence over lady 
Julia Lidhurst, nor any chance of being listened to 
on such a subject with patience by lord Glistonbury, 
she thought the best course she could take was to 
apply to Mr. Russell's friend, who might possibly, by 
his interference, prevent the utter disgrace and ruin 
of one branch of a noble familv. 

m 

Miss Strictland, in all she said, hinted not at 
Vivian's attachment to lady Julia, and gave him no 
reason to believe that she was apprised of his having 
proposed for her ladyship: she spoke with much 
moderation and candour ; attributed all lady Julia's 
errors to the imprudence of her new governess, miss 
Bateman : miss Strictland now showed a desire not 
to make, but to prevent mischief; even the circum- 
locutions and stiffness of her habitual prudery did not, 
on this occasion, seem unseasonable ; therefore what 
she suggested made a great impression on Vivian. He 
still, however, defended Kussell, and assured miss 
Strictland that, from the long experience he had him- 
self had of his friend's honour, he was convinced that 
no temptation could shake his int^ity. Miss Strict- 
land had formed her opinion on this point, she said, 
and it would be in vain to argue against it. Every 
new assertion; the belief of each new person who 
spoke to him on the subject; the combination^ tiie 
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coincidence of all their opinions^ wrought his mind 
to such a height of jealousy^ that he was now abso- 
lutely incapable of using his reason. He went in 
search of Russell^ but in no fit mood to speak to 
him as he ought. He looked for him in his own, in 
lord Lidhurst's apartment, in every sitting-room in 
the castle ; but Mr. Russell was not to be found : at 
last lady Sarah's maid, who heard him inquiring for 
Mr. Russell from the servants, told him, " she fancied 
tiiat if he took the trouble to go to the west walk, he 
might find Mr. Russell, as that was a favourite walk 
of his." Vivian hurried thither, with a secret ex- 
pectation of finding lady Julia with him — there they 
both were in earnest conversation : as he approached, 
the trees concealed him from view ; and Vivian heard 
his own name repeated. '' Stop \" cried he, ad- 
vancing : " let me not overhear your secrets — I am 
not a traitor to my friends !" 

As he spoke, his eyes fixed with an expression of 
concentrated rage upon Russell. Terrified by Vivian's 
sudden and strange appearance and address, and still 
more by the fierce look he cast on Russell, lady Julia 
started and uttered a faint scream. With astonish- 
ment, but without losing his self-command, Russell 
advanced towards Vivian, saying, " You are out of 

your senses, my dear friend ! 1 will not listen to 

you in your present humour. Take a turn or two 
with me to cool yourself. The anger of a friend 
should always be allowed three minutes' grace, at 
least," added Russell, smiling, and endeavouring to 
draw Vivian away : but Vivian stood immoveable ; 
Russell's calmness, instead of bringing him to his 
senses, only increased his anger ; to his distempered 
imagination this coolness seemed perfidious dissimu- 
lation. 
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" You cannot deceive me longer, Mr. Russell, by 
all your art !" cried he. " Though I am the last to 
open my eyes, I have opened them. Why did you 
pretend to be my counsellor and friend, when you 
were my rival ? — ^when you knew that you were my 
successful rival ? Yes — start and affect astonish- 
ment ! Yes — look, if you can, with innocent surprise 
upon that lady ! — Say, that you have not betrayed 
her father's confidence ! — say, that you have not prac- 
tised upon her unguarded heart ! — say, that you do 
not know that she loves you to distraction !" 

" Oh ! Mr. Vivian, what have you done !" cried 
lady Julia : she could say no more, but fell senseless 
on the ground. Vivian's anger was at once sobered 
by this sight. 

'' What have I done !" repeated he, as they raised 
her from the ground. " Wretch ! dishonourable vil- 
lain that I am ! I have betrayed her secret — But I 

thought every body knew it ! Is it possible that 

you did not know it, Russell ?" 

Russell made no reply, but ran to the river which 
was near them for some water — Vivian was incapable 
of affording any assistance, or even of forming a di- 
stinct idea. As soon as lady Julia returned to her 
senses, Russell withdrew ; Vivian threw himself on 
his knees before her, and said something about the 
violence of his passion— his sorrow— and her forgive- 
ness. '^ Mr. Vivian," said lady Julia, turning to him 
with a mixture of despair and dignity in her maimer, 
" do not kneel to me ; do not make use of any com- 
monplace phrases — I cannot, at this moment, forgive 
you — you have done me an irreparable injury. I 
confided a secret to you — a secret known to no human 
being but my father and yourself — you have revealed 
it, and to whom? Sooner would I have had it 
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proclaimed to tlie whole world than to ; for 

what is the opinion of the whole world to me, com- 
pared to his? Sunk, lost perhaps, in his esteem I 

Sir, you have done me, indeed, an irremediable 

injury ! — I trusted to your honour — ^your discretion— 
and you have betrayed, sacrificed me." 

^' Vile suspicions !" cried Vivian, striking his fore^ 
head : '^ How could I listen to them for a moment !" 

" Suspicions of Mr. Russell !" cried Julia, with a 
look of high indignation — '^ Suspicions of your noble- 
minded friend ! — What wickedness, or what weak- 
ness V* 

'* Weakness ! — ^miserable weakness ! — the sudden 
effect of jealousy ; and could you know, lady Julia, by 
what means, by what arts, my mind was worked up 
to this insanity !" 

" I cannot listen to this now, Mr. Vivian/' inter- 
rupted lady Julia : '^ my thoughts cannot fix upon 
such things — I cannot go back to the past — what is 
done cannot be undone — what has been said cannot be 

unsaid. You cannot recall your words — ^they were 

heard — ^they were understood. I beg you to leave 
me, sir, that I may have leisure to think — if possible, 
to consider what yet remains for me to do. I have 
no friend — none, none willing or capable of advising 
me ! I begged of you to leave me, sir." 

Vivian could not, at this moment, decide whether 
he ought or ought not to tell lady Julia that her 
secret was known, or at least suspected, by many in- 
dividuals of the family. 

" There's a servant on the terrace who seems to be 
looking for us," said Vivian ; '' I had something of 
consequence to say — ^but this man 

" My lady, miss Bateman desired me to let you 
know, my lady, that there is the lad^ l?\!»j^'^, «sA 
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the colonel^ and sir James^ in the drawing-room^ just 
come ; — and she begs^ my lady^ you will be pleased 
to come to them; for miss Bateman's waiting for 
you^ my lady, to repeat the verses, she bid me say, my 
kdy." 

" Go to them, Mr. Vivian ; I cannot go." 

" My lady," persisted the footman, ^' my lord him- 
self begged you to come ; and he and all the gentle- 
men have been looking for you every where." 

'^ Return to my father, then, and say that I am 
coming immediately." 

'^ Forced into company !" thought lady Julia, as 
she walked slowly towards the house ; '' compelled to 

appear calm and gay, when my heart is what a 

life of dissimulation ! How unworthy of me, formed 
as I was once pronounced to be, for every thing that 
is good and great ! — But I am no longer mistress of 
myself — no soul left but for one object. Why did I 
not better guard my heart ? — No ! — ^rather, why can 
I not follow its dictates, and at once avow and justify 
its choice ?" 

Vivian interrupted lady Julia's reverie by pointing 
out to her, as they passed along the terrace, a group 
of heads, in one of the back windows of the castle, 
that seemed to be watching them very earnestly. 
Miss Strictland's face was foremost ; half her body 
was out of the window ; and as she drew back, they 
heard her say — " It is not he ! — It is not he !" — ^As 
they passed another front of the castle, another party 
seemed to be upon the watch at a staircase window; 
— ^the lawyer, the captain, the clergyman's heads ap- 
peared for a moment, and vanished. 

^^ They seem all to be upon the watch for us," said 
Vivian. 

^'Meanness !" cried lady Julia. '* To watch or to 
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be watched^ I know not which is most degrading ; but 
I cannot think they are watching us/* 

" My dear lady Julia ! — ^yet let me call you dear 
this once— my hopes are gone ! — even for your for- 
giveness I have no right to hope — ^but let me do yon 
one piece of service — let me put your open temper on 
its guard. You flatter yourself that the secret you 
ccmfided to me is not known to any body living but 
to your father — I have reason to believe that it is 
suspected^ if not positively known, by several other 
persons in this castle." 

'' Impossible !" 

*' I am certain, too certain, of what I say." 

Lady Julia made a sudden stop ; and, after a pau8e> 
exclaimed — 



' Then farewell hope ! and, with hope, farewell fear !' 



»» 



'' My lady, my lord sent me again, for my lord's 
very impatient for you, my lady," said the same foot- 
man, returning. Lord Glistonbury met them in the 
hall.— '^ Why, Julia ! where have you been all this 
time?*' he began in an imperious tone; but seeing 
Mr. Vivian, his brow grew smooth and his voice good- 
humoured instantly. — " Ha 1 — So ! so ! — Hey ! weU ! 
—All right ! all right .'—Good girl ! Good girl !— 
Time for every thing — Hey ! Mr. Vivian ? — ^ Que 
la solitude est charmante!' as Voltaire says — Beg 
pardon for sending for you; but interruption, you 
know, prevents tites-ct-ietes on the stage from grow- 
ing tiresome; and the stage, they say, holds the 
mirror up to nature. But there's no nature now left 
to hold the mirror up to, except in a few odd in- 
stances, as in my Julia here ! — Where so fast, my 
blushing darling?" 
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'' I thought you wished, sir, that I should go to 
lady Playdel and sir James." 

' ^^ Ay, ay, 1 sent for you to repeat those charming 
verses for them that I coidd not clearly remember. 
— Go up ! go up ! — We'll follow you ! — We have a 
word or two to say about something — that's nothing 
to you." 

Lord Glistonbury kept Vivian for a full hour in a 
state of considerable embarrassment, talking to him 
of lady Julia, implying that she was favourably dis- 
posed towards him, but that she had a little pride, 
that might make her affect the contrary at first. 
Then came a disquisition on pride, with quotations 
and commonplaces ; — then an eulogium, by his lord- 
ship, on his lordship's own knowledge of the human 
heart, and more especially of that " moving toy-shop," 
the female heart ; — ^then anecdotes illustrative, com- 
prising the gallantries of thirty years in various ranks 
of life, with suitable bon-mots and embellishments; 
— then a little French sentiment, by way of moral, 
with, some philosophical axioms, to show that, though 
he had led such a gay life, he had been a deep 
thinker, and that, though nobody could have thought 
that he had had time for reading, his genius had 
supplied him, he could not himself really tell how, 
with what other people with the study of years could 
not master: — all which Vivian was compelled to 
hear, whilst he was the whole time impatient to get 
away, that he might search for Mr. Russell, with 
whom he was anxious to have an explanation. But, 
at last, when lord Glistonbury set him free, he was 
not nearer to his object. Mr. Russell, he found upon 
inquiry, had not returned to the castle, nor did he 
return to dinner ; he sent word that he was engaged 
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to dine with a party of gentlemen at a literary club^ 
in a country town nine miles distant. Vivian spent 
the greatest part of the evening in lord Lidhurst's 
apartment^ expecting Russell's return ; but it grew 
so late^ that lord Lidhurst^ who was still indisposed^ 
went to bed : and when Vivian quitted his lordship, 
he met Russell's servant in the gallery, who said his 
master had been come. in an hour ago: ^^ but, sir," 
added the man, '' my master won't let you see him, 
I am sure; for he would not let me in, and he said, 
that, if you asked for him, I was to answer, that he 
could not see you to-night."-— Vivian knocked in vain 
at Russell's door ; he could not gain admission ; so 
he went reluctantly to bed, determined to rise very 
early, that he might see his friend as soon as possible, 
obtain his forgiveness for the past, and ask his advice 
for the future. 



CHAPTER X. 

Suspense, curiosity, love, jealousy, remorse, any 
one of which is enough to keep a person awake all 
night, by turns agitated poor Vivian so violently, 
that, for several hours, he could not close his eyes ; 
but, at last, when quite exhausted, he fell into a pro- 
found sleep. The first image that came before his 
mind, when he awoke in the morning, was that of 
lady Julia; his next recollection was of Russell. 

" Is Mr. Russell up yet }** said Vivian to his ser- 
vant, who was bringing in his boots. 

" Up, sir ! Oh yes, hours ago ! — ^he wasj>ff at day- 
break r 
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** Off !" cried Vivian, starting up in his bed ; 
<c Off I— Where is he gone ?" 

** I can't say, sir — ^yes, indeed, sir, I heard Mr. 
Russell's man say, that his master was going post to 
the north, to some old unde that was taken ill, which 
he heard about at dinner from some of those gentle- 
men where he dined yesterday ; but I can't say 
positively. But here's a letter he left for you with 



me. 



" A letter ! — Give it me ! — ^Why didn't you give 
it me sooner ?" 

^' Why really, sir, you lay so sound, I didn't care 
to waken you, especially as you were so angry with 
me for wakening you the other morning ; and I was 
up so late myself, too, last night." 

** Leave me now ; I'll ring when I want you." 



" TO C. VIVIAN, ESQ. 

" I would not see you, after what passed yester- 
day, because I feared that I should not speak to you 
with temper. Lest yoU should misinterpret any thing 
I have formerly said, I must now solemnly assure 
you, that I never had the slightest suspicion of the 
secret you revealed to me till the moment when it 
was betrayed by your indiscretion. Still I can 
scarcely credit what appears to me so improbable; 
but, even under this uncertainty, I think it my duty 
to leave this fEunily. Had the slightest idea of what 
you suggested ever crossed my imagination, I should 
th«a have acted as I do now. I say this, not to jus- 
tify myself, but to convince you, that what I for- 
merly hinted about reserve of manners and prudence 
was merely a general reflection, 

** For my own part, I seem to act heroicalxy ; 
but I must disclaim that applause to which I am not 
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entitled. All powerful as the temptation must ap- 
pear to you, dangerous as it must have been, in other 
circumstances, to me, I cannot claim any merit for 
resisting its influence. My safety I owe neither to 
my own prudence nor fortitude. I will be still more 
explicit. Lest I should leave any doubts respecting 
my feelings and sentiments, which might be injurious 
to the happiness of one for whose happiness I am 
most earnestly and gratefully anxious ; I must now, 
Vivian, impart to you a secret, which you are at 
liberty to confide where and when you think necessary 
— ^my heart is and has long been engaged. Whilst 
you were attached to miss Sidney, I endeavoured to 
subdue my love for her; and every symptom of it 
was, I hope and believe, suppressed. This declaration 
cannot now give you any pain ; except so far as it 
may, perhaps, excite in your mind some remorse, for 
having unwarrantably, unworthily, and weakly, suf- 
fered yourself to feel suspicions of a true friend. 
Well as I know the infirmity of your character, and 
willing as I have always been to make allowance for 
a fault which I thought time and experience would 
correct, I was not prepared for this last stroke; I 
never thought your weakness of mind would have 
shown itself in suspicion of your best, your long- 
tried friend. — But I am at last convinced that your 
mind is not strong enough for confidence and friend- 
ship. I pity, but I see that I can no longer serve ; 
and I feel that I can no longer esteem you. • Fare- 
well! Vivian. — May you find a friend, who will 
supply to you the place of 

H. Russell." 

Vivian knew Russell's character too well to flatter 
himself that the latter part of this lettei yf^ ^'^nr&X.^i^GL 

VOL. IX. ■» 
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in auger that would quickly subside ; from the tone 
of the letter, he felt that Russell was deeply offended. 
In the whole course of his life he had depended on 
Russell's friendship as a solid blessing, of which he 
could never be deprived by any change of circum- 
stances — ^by any possible diance in human affairs; 
and now, to have lost such a friend by his own folly, 
by his own weakness, was a misfortune of which he 
could hardly believe the reality. At the same mo- 
ment, tooy he learned how nobly Russell had behaved 
towards him, in the most trying situation in which 
the human heart can be placed. Russell's love for 
Selina Sidney, Vivian had never till this instant sus- 
pected. " What force, what command of mind ! — 
What magnanimity !— What a generous friend he 
has ever been to me ! — and I—" 

Poor Vivian, always sinning and always penitent, 
was so much absorbed by sorrow for the loss of Rus- 
sell's friendship, that he could not for some time 
think even of the interests of his love, or consider the 
advantage which he might derive from the absence 
of his rival, and from that rival's explicit declaration, 
that his affections were irrevocably engaged. By de- 
grees these ideas rose clearly to Vivian's view ; his 
hopes revived. Lady Julia would see the absolute 
impossibility of Russell's returning, or of his accept- 
ing her affection ; her good sense, her pride, would 
in time subdue this hopeless passion ; and Vivian was 
generous enough, or sufficiently in love, to feel that 
the value of her heart would not be diminished, but 
rather increased, in his opinion, by the sensibility she 
had shown to the talents and virtues of his friend. 
His friend, Vivian ventured now to call him ; for, 
with the hopes of love, the hopes of friendship rose. 

'' All may yet be well I" said he to himself. " Rus- 
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sell will forgive me when he hears how I was worked 
upon by those parasites and prudish busy-bodies^ who 
infused their vile suspicions into my mind. Weak as 
it is^ I never will allow that it is incapable of con- 
fidence or of friendship! — No! Russell will retract 
that harsh sentence. When he is happy, as I am sure 
I ardently hope he will be^ in Selina's love, he will 
restore me to his favour. Without his friendship, I 
could not be satisfied with myself, or happy in the 
full accomplishment of all my othei^ fondest hopes." 

By the time that hope had thus revived and reno- 
vated our hero's soul; by the time that his views of 
things had totally changed, and that the colour of his 
future destiny had turned from black to white — ^from 
all gloom to all sunshine ; the minute-hand of the 
clock had moved with unfeeling regularity, or, in 
plain unmeasured prose, it was now eleven o'clock, 
and^three times Vivian had been warned that break- 
fast was ready. When he entered the room, the first 
thing he heard, as usual, was miss Bateman's voice, 
who was declaiming upon some sentimental point, all 
in " the high sublime of deep absurd." Vivian, little 
interested in this display, and joining neither in the 
open flattery nor in the secret ridicule with which the 
gentlemen wits and amateurs listened to the Rosa- 
munda, looked round for lady Julia. '^ She break- 
fasts in her own room this morning," whispered lord 
Glistonbury, before Vivian had even pronounced her 
ladyship's name. > 

'^ So !" said Mr. Pickering, '' we have lost Mr. 
Russell this morning !" 

" Yes," said lord Glistonbury, ^' he was forced to 
hurry away to the north, I find, to anx)ld sick uncle." 

" Lord Lidhurst, . I'm afraid, will break hk \v^«x\. 
for want of him," cried the lawyer, 'xa. a. \.wl^ \JftaX 
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might either pass for earnest or irony^ according to 
the fancy of the interpreter. 

" Lord Lidhurst, did you say ?" cried the captain : 
" are you sure you meant lord Lidhurst ? I don't 
apprehend that a young nobleman ever broke his 
heart after his tutor. But I was going to remark ** 

What farther the captain was going to remark can 
never be known to the world ; for lord Glistonbury 
so startled him by the loud and rather angry tone in 
which he called for the cream^ which stood with the 
captain^ that all his few ideas were put to flight. Mr. 
Pickering, who noticed lord Glistonbury's displea- 
sure, now resumed the conversation about Mr. Rus- 
sell in a new tone ; and the lawyer and he joined in 
a eulogy upon that gentleman. Lord Glistonbury 
said not a word, but looked embarrassed. Miss Strict- 
land cleared her throat several times, and looked 
infinitely more rigid and mysterious than usual. Lady 
Glistonbury and lady Sarah, ditto— ditto. Almost 
every body, except such visitors as were strangers at 
the castle, perceived that there was something ex- 
traordinary going on in the feunily ; and the gloom 
and constraint spread so, that, towards the close of 
breakfast, nothing was uttered, by prudent people, 
but awkward sentences about the weather — the wind 
— and the likelihood of there being a mail from the 
continent. Still through all this, regardless and un- 
knowing of it all, the Rosamunda talked on, happily 
abstracted, egotistically secured from the pains of 
sympathy or of curiosity by the all-sufficient power 
of vanity. Even her patron, lord Glistonbury, was 
at last provoked and disgusted. He was heard, under 
his breath, to pronounce a contemptuous Pshaw! 
and, as he rose from the breakfast table, he whis- 
pered to Vivian, " There's a woman, now, who thinks 
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of nothing living but herself ! — All talkee talkee ! — 

I begin to be weary of her. Gentlemen/* continued 

his lordship^ '^ I've letters to write this morning. 

You'll ride — ^you'll walk — you're for the billiard-room, 

I suppose. Mr. Vivian, I shall find you in my 

study, I hope, an hour hence ; but first I have a lit- 
tle business to settle." With evident embarrassment 
lord Glistonbury retired. Lady Glistonbury, lady 
Sarah, and miss Strictland, each sighed ; then, with 
looks of intelligence, rose and retired. The company 
separated soon afterwards, and went to ride, to walk, 
or to the billiard-room, and Vivian to the study, to 
wait there for lord Glistonbury, and to meditate upon 
what might be the nature of his lordship's business. 
As Vivian crossed the gallery, the door of lady Glis- 
tonbury's dressing-room opened, and was shut again 
instantaneously by miss Strictland ; but not before he 
saw lady Julia kneeling at her father's feet, whilst 
lady Glistonbury and lady Sarah were standing, like 
statues, on each side of his lordship. Vivian waited 
a full hour afterwards in tedious suspense in the study. 
At last he heard doors open and footsteps, and he 
judged that the family council had broken up; he 
laid down a book, of which he had read the same 
page over six times, without any one of the words it 
contained having conveyed a single idea to his mind. 
Lord Glistonbury came in, with papers and parch- 
ments in his hands. 

'* Mr. Vivian, I am afraid you have been waiting 
for me — I have a thousand pardons to ask — I really 
could not come any sooner — I wished to speak to you 
— Won't you sit down?— We had better sit down 
quietly — ^there's no sort of hurry." 

^' His lordship, however, seemed to be in great 
agitation of spirits; and Vivian waa coxmskKfe^ ^^ 
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his mind must foe interested in an extraordinary 
manner^ because he did not^ as was his usual practice^ 
digress to fifty impertinent episodes before he came 
to the point. He only blew his nose sundry times ; 
and then at once said^ " I wish to speak to you^ Mr. 
Vivian^ about the proposal you did me the honour to 
make for my daughter Julia. Mr. Mainwaring, my 
lawyer^ tells me that you put your rent-roll and these 
papers into his hands. Every thing very handsome 
on your part — But difficulties have occurred on ours 
— very extraordinary difficulties — Julia^ I understand^ 
has hinted to you^ sir^ the nature of those difficulties 
Oh ! Mr. Vivian/' said lord Glistonbury, sud- 
denly quitting the constrained voice in which he 
spoke, and giving way to his natural feelings — " you 
are a man of honour and feeling, and a father may 
trust you ! — Here's my girl — a charming girl she is ; 
but knowing nothing of the world, self-willed, ro- 
mantic, open-hearted, imprudent beyond conception 
— do not listen to any of the foolish things she says 
to you. You are a man of sense, you love her, and 
you are every way suited to her ; it is the first wish 
of my heart, I tell you frankly, to see her your 
wife : then do not let her childish folly persuade you 
that her affections are engaged — don't listen to any 
such stuff. We all know what the first loves of a girl 

of sixteen must be — But it's our fault my fault, 

my fault, since they will have it so 1 care not 

whose fault it is; but we have had very improper 
people about her ^^ very! — very! — But all may be 
well yet, if you, sir, will be steady, and save her, save 

her from herself. I would further suggest " 

Lord Glistonbury was going on, probably, to have 
weakened by amplification the effect of what he had 
said, when lady Julia entered the room; and, ad- 
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vancing with digniiied determination of manner^ said^ 
'^I have your commands^ father^ that I should see 
Mr. Vivian again — I obey." 

*' That is right — that is my darling Julia ; I al- 
ways knew she would justify my high opinion of her." 
Lord Glistonbury attempted to draw her towards him 
fondly ; but^ with an unaltered manner^ that seemed 
as if she suppressed strong emotion^ she answered^ 
" I do not deserve your caresses^ father; do not op- 
press me with praise that I cannot merit — I wish to 
speak to Mr. Vivian without control and without 
witness." 

Lord Glistonbury rose; and, growing red and 
almost inarticulate with anger, exclaimed, '^ Eemem- 
ber, Julia ! Remember, lady Julia Lidhurst ! that 
if you say what you said you would say, and what I 
said you should not say — I — lord Glistonbury, your 
father — I, as well as all the rest of your family, ut- 
terly disclaim and cast you off for ever ! You'll 

be a thing without fortune — vnthout friends — with- 
out a name — without a being in the world — lady 
Julia Lidhurst !" 

'* I am well aware of that," replied lady Julia, 
growing quite pale, yet without changing the deter- 
mination of her countenance, or abating any thing 
from the dignity of her manner : ^' I am wdl aware, 
that on what I am about to do depends my having, or 
my ceasing from this moment to have, fortune, friends, 
and a father." 

Lord Glistonbury stood still for a moment, fixed 
his eyes upon her as if he would have read her soul ; 
but, without seeking to elude his inquiry, her coun- 
tenance seemed to offer itself to his penetration. 

" By Heaven, there is no understanding this girl !" 
cried his lordship. '^ Mr. Vivian, I tc\!^ \v« Xa ^wss. 
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honour — to your knowledge of the world — to your 
good sense: — in shorty sir^ to your love and con- 
stancy." 

'' And I, sir," said lady Julia, turning to Vivian 
after her father had left the room, and looking at 
Vivian so as to stop him short as he approached, and 
to disconcert him in the commencement of a passion- 
ate speech, " And I too, sir, trust to your honour, 
whilst I deprecate your love. — Imprudent as I was 
in the first confidence I reposed in you, and much as 
I have suffered by your rashness, I now stand deter-^ 
mined to reveal to you another, yet more important, 
yet more humiliating secret You owe me no gra- 
titude, sir ! — I am compelled, by the circumstances 
in which I am placed, either to deceive or to trust 
you. I must either become your wife, and deceive 
you most treacherously; or I must trust you en- 
tirely, and tell you why it would be shameful that 
I should become your wife — shameful to me and to 
you." 

'' To me ! — Impossible !" cried Vivian, bursting 
into some passionate expressions of love and admira- 
tion. 

" Listen to me, sir ; and do not make me any of 
those rash professions, of which you will soon repent. 
You think you are speaking to the same lady Julia 
you saw yesterday — No I — you are speaking to a very 
different person — a few hours have made a terrible 
change. You see before you, sir, one who has been, 
till this day, the darling and pride of her father ; who 
has lived in the lap of luxury; who has been flattered, 
admired, by almost all who approached her; who 
had fortune, and rank, and fair prospects in life, and 
youth, and spirits, and all the pride of prosperity ; 
who had, I believe, good dispositions, perhaps some 
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talents^ and^ I may say^ a generous heart ; who might 

have been but that is all over — no matter what 

she might have been — she is 

' A tale for ev'ry prating she.' 

Fallen ! — feillen ! fallen under the feet of those who 
worshipped her ! fallen below the contempt of the 

contemptible ! Worse ! worse ! fallen in her own 

opinion — never to rise again." 

Lady Julia's voice failed^ and she was forced to 
pause. She sunk upon a seat^ and hid her face— for 
some moments she neither saw nor heard ; but at last^ 
raising her head^ she perceived Vivian. 

" You are in amazement^ sir ! and I see you pity 
me ; but let me beg of you to restrain your feelings 
—my own are as much as I can bear. Oh ! that I 
could recall a few hours of my existence ! But I have 
not yet been able to tell you what has passed. My 
father, my friends, wish to conceal it from you : but^ 
whatever I have done, however low I have sunk, I 
will not deceive, nor be an accomplice in deceit. From 
my own lips you shall hear all. This morning at 
daybreak, not being able to sleep, and having some 
suspicion that Mr. Russell would leave the castle, I 
rose, and whilst I was dressing, I heard the tram- 
pling of horses in the court. I looked out of my win- 
dow, and saw Mr. Russell's man saddling his master's 
horse. I heard Mr. Russell, a moment afterwards, 
order the servant to take the horses to the great gate 
on the north road, and wait for him there, as he in- 
tended to walk through the park. I thought these 
were the last words I should ever hear him speak. — 
Love took possession of me — I stole softly down the 
little staircase that leads from my turret to one of the 
back doors, and got out of the castle^ 9S» \ \h>L<^\vgc)X^^ 
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unobserved : I hurried on^ and waited in the great 
oak wood^ through which I knew Mr. Russell would 
pass. When I saw him ccnning nearer and nearer 
to me, I would have given the world to have been in 
my own room again — I hid myself among the trees — 
yet, when he walked on in reverie without noticing 
me, taking me probably for one of the servants, I 
oould not bear to think that this was the last mom^it 
I should ever see him, and I exclaimed — I know not 
^at; but I know that at the sound of my voice Mr. 

Russell started, and never can I forget the look 

Spare me the rest ! No ! — I will not spare myself 

1 offered my heart, my hand — and they were 

rejected ! In my madness I told him I r^arded 

ileither wealth, nor rank, nor friends, nor That I 

would rather live with him in obscurity than be the 

greatest princess upon earth ^I said this and more 

— and I was rejected And even at this moment, 

instead of the vindictive passions which are said to 
fill the soul of a woman scorned, I feel admiration for 
your noble friend : I have not done him justice ; I 
cannot repeat his words, or describe his manner. He 
persuaded, by his eloquence compelled, me to return 
to this castle. He took from me all hope ; he de- 
stroyed by one word all my illusions — ^he told me 
that he loves another. He has left me to despair, to 
disgrace; and yet I love, esteem, and admire him, 
above all human beings ! Admire one who despises 

me ! — Is it possible ? I know not, but it is so. 1 

have more to tell you, sir ! — ^As I returned to the castle, 
I was watched by miss Strictland. How she knew 
all that had passed, I cannot divine ; perhaps it was 
by means of some spy who followed me, and whom I 
did not perceive: for I neither saw nor heard any 
thing but my passion. Miss Strictland communicated 
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her discovery immediately to my father. I have been 
these last two hours before a family tribunal. My 
mother^ with a coldness a thousand times worse than 
my poor father's rage, says, that I have only accom- 
plished her prophecies; that she always knew and 
told my father that I shq|ild be a disgrace to my 
family. But no reproaches are equal to my own ; I 
stand self-condemned. I feel like one awakened from 
a dream. A few words ! — a single look from Mr. 
Russell ! — how they have altered all my views, all 

my thoughts ! Two hours' reflection Two hours, 

did I say ?-— whole years — a whole existence — have 
passed to me in the last two hours : I am a difl^erent 
creature. But it is too late — too late ! — Self-esteem 
is gone ! — happiness is over for me in this world." 

'' Happiness over for you !" exclaimed Vivian, in 
a tone expressive of the deep interest he felt for lady 
Julia : " Self-esteem gone ! — No ! lady Julia ; do not 
blame yourself so severely for what has passed ! Blame 
the circumstances in which you have been placed ; 
blame the neglect, the perversity of others; above 
all, blame me — blame my folly — my madness ; your 
secret never would have been known, if I had 
not " 

" I thank you," interrupted lady Julia, Rising from 
her seat ; ^^ but no consolation can be of any avaiL 
It neither consoles nor justifies me that others have 
been to blame." 

" Permit me, at least," pursued Vivian, *' to speak 
of my own sentiments for one moment. Permit m^ 
to say, lady Julia, that the confidence with which 
you have just honoured me, instead of diminishing 
my attachment, has so raised my admiration for your 
candour and magnanimity, that no obstacles shaU 
vanquish my constancy. I will 'W^X. xcs^cXJbi^ -» 
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and, if I can^ patiently^ till time shall have effaced 
firom your miiid these painful impressions ; I shall 
neither ask nor accept of the interference or in- 
fluence of your father^ nor of any of your friends ; I 
shall rely solely on the operaticm of your own ex- 
cellent understanding ; and shall hope for my reward 
horn your noble heart." 

^' You do not think it possible^" said lady Julia^ 
looking at Vivian with dignified determination^ " you 
do not think it possible^ afker all that has passed, 
after all that 1 have told you, that 1 could so &r 
degrade myself or you, as to entertain any thoughts 
of becoming your wife ? 1 spoke to you as 1 have 
done, sir, in the first place, to save you from the 
misery of a vain attachment — I know what that is ; 
1 therefore wish to prevent others from feeling it. 
But 1 had another motive which regarded myself 
more than you. 1 confess 1 wished that Mr. Russell's 
friend should not utterly despise me — should not 
think of me merely as a romantic, silly, perhaps for- 
ward girl. It has been my misfortune that the very 
desire 1 felt to improve myself; the best dispositions 
of my heart ; the perception of what was excellent ; 
the enthusiasm for all that was wise and good, from 
the circumstances in which 1 was placed, and the 
errors of my education, operated against me — decided 

and accelerated my ruin Ruin } — Yes ! is it not 

ruin for a young woman, like me, of a noble fieunily, 

of high hopes — beloved, respected as I was 1 

cannot bear to think of it. Farewell 1 Mr. Vivian » 
You will not see me again. I shall obtain per- 
mission to retire, to live with a relation in a distant 
part of the country ; where I shall no more be seen 
or heard of. My fortune will, I hope, be of use to 
my sister. My poor father! — I pity him ; he loves 
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me : he loses his daughter for ever ; worse than loses 
her ! My mother, too — I pity her ! for, though she 
does not love me, she will suffer for me; she will 
suffer more than my father, by the disgrace that 
would be brought upon my family, if ever the secret 
should be publicly known. My brother ! — Oh ! my 
beloved brother ! he knows nothing yet of all this ! — 
But why do I grieve you with my agony of mind ? 
Forget that lady Julia Lidhurst ever existed ! — I 
wish you that happiness which I can never enjoy — I 
wish you may deserve and win a heart capable of 
feeling real love ! — Adieu !" 



CHAPTER XI. 

Convinced that all farther pursuit of lady Julia 
Lidhurst would be vain, that it could tend only to 
increase her difficulties and his mortification, Vivian 
saw that the best thing he could possibly do was to 
leave Glistonbury. Thus he should relieve the whole 
family from the embarrassment of his presence ; and, 
by immediate change of scene and of occupation, he 
had the best chance of recovering from his own dis- 
appointment. If lady Julia was to quit the castle, 
he could have no inducement to stay; if her ladyship 
remained, his continuing in her society would be stiU 
more dangerous to his happiness. Besides, he felt 
offended with lord Glistonbury, who evidently had 
vidshed to conceal from him the truth; and, without 
considering what was just or honourable, had endea- 
voured to secure, at all events, an establishment for 
his daughter, and a connexion fox \i\s iaaSi^ . ^<^ ^^ 
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weight of these reasons must foe added a desire to see 
Mr. Russell^ and to effect a reconciliation with him. 
The accumulated force of all these motives had power 
to overcome Vivian's habitual indecision : his servant 
was surprised foy an order to have every thing ready for 
his journey to town immediately. Whilst his man pre- 
pared to ofoey^ or at least to meditate upon the cause 
of this unusually decided order^ our hero went in quest 
of lord Glistonfoury to pay his compliments to his lord- 
ship previous to his departure. His lordship was in 
his daughter Julia's dressing-room^ and could not foe 
seen ; fout presently he came to Vivian in great hurry 
and distress of mind. 

" A sad stroke upon us, Mr. Vivian ! — a sad stroke 
upon us all — fout most upon me ; for she was the child 

of my expectations 1 hear she has told you every 

thing — you, also, have foeen very ill used Never 

was astonishment equal to mine when I heard miss 
Strictland's story. I need not caution you, Mr. 
Vivian, as to secrecy ; you are a man of honour, and 
you see the peace of our whole family is at stake. 
The girl is going to a relation of ours in Devonshire. 

— -Sha'n't stay here — sha'n't stay here Disgrace to 

my family She who was my pride — and, after 

all, says she will never marry. Very well ! — very 

well ! ^I shall never see her Eigain, that I am de- 
termined upon. 1 told her, that if she did not be- 
have with common sense and propriety, in her last 
interview with you, I would give her up — and so I 

will, and so I do. The whole is lady Glistonfoury's 

fault — she never managed her rightly when she was 
a child. Oh ! I should put you on your guard in 
one particular — miss Bateman knows nothing of what 
has happened — I wish miss Strictland knew as little 
— I hate her. What business had she to play the spy 
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Upon my daughter ? She does well to be a prude> 
for she is as ugly as sin. But we are in her poWer. 
She is to go to-morrow with Julia to Devonshire. It 
will make a quarrel between me and miss Bateman 
— no matter for that ; for now, the sooner we get rid 
of that Rosamunda, too, the better — she talks me 
dead, and will let no one talk but herself. — And, be^ 
tween you and me, all this could not have happened, 
if she had looked after her charge properly. — Not but 
what I think miss Strictland was still less fit to guide 
a girl of Julia's genius and disposition. All was done 
wrong at first, and I always said so to lady Gliston- 
bury. But, if the secret can be kept — and that de- 
pends on you, my dear friend — after six months' or a 
twelvemonth^s rustication with our poor parson in the 
country, you will see how tamed and docile the girl 
will come back to us. — This is my scheme ; but no- 
body shall know my whole mind but you — I shall tell 
her I will never see her again ; and that will pacify 
lady Glistonbury, and frighten Julia into submission. 

She says she'll never marry. StuflT ! Stuff! — You 

don't believe her ! What man who has seen any 

thing of the world ever believes such stuff.?" 

Vivian's servant came into the room to ask his 
master some question about horses. 

*' Going ! — where ? Going ! — when } Going — 
how }" cried lord Glistonbury, as soon as the servant 
withdrew. " Surely, you are not going to leave us, 
Mr. Vivian ?" 

Vivian explained his reasons — Lord Glistonbury 
would not allow them any weight, entreated and in- 
sisted that he should stay at least a few days longer ; 
for his going " just at this moment would seem quite 
like a break up in the family, and would be the most 
unfriendly and cruel thing imaginable." "Ws^Vst^ 
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Glistonbury so earnestly pressed his stay^ perhaps^ 
even his lordship himself did not exactly know ; fbr^ 
with all the air of being a person of infinite address 
and depth of design^ his lordship was in reality 
diildishly inconsistent ; what the French call incon-' 
sequent. On any subject^ gi^eat or small^ where he 
once took it into his head^ or, as he called it, made it 
a pointy that a thing should be so or so, he was as 
peremptory, or, where he could not be peremptory, as 
anxious, as if it were a matter of life and death. In 
his views, there was no perspective, no keeping — all 
objects appeared of equal magnitude ; and even now, 
when it might be conceived that his whole mind was 
intent upon a great family misfortune, he, in the 
course of a few minutes, became as eager about a mere 
trifle as if he had nothing else in the world to think 
of. From the earnestness with which lord Gliston- 
bury urged him to stay a few days, at least one day 
longer, Vivian was induced to believe that it must be 
a matter of real consequence to his lordship — '^ And, 
in his present state of distress, I cannot refuse such a 
request," thought Vivian. He yielded, therefore, 
to these solicitations, and consented to stay a few 
days longer ; though he knew the prolonging his visit 
would be, in every respect, disagreeable. 

At dinner, lord Glistonbury announced to the com- 
pany that the physicians had advised change of air 
immediately for lord Lidhurst; and that, in conse- 
quence, his son would set out early the next morning 
for Devonshire — ^that lus daughter Julia wished to 
go with her brother, and that miss Strictland would 
accompany them. Lord Glistonbury apologized for 
his daughter's absence, '^ preparations for her journey 
80 suddenly decided upon," &c. Lady Glistonbury 
and lady Sarah looked terribly grim whilst all this 
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was saying, but the gravity and stiffness of their de-i 
meanour did not appear any thing extrtiordinary to 
the greater part of the company, who had no idea of 
what was going forward. The lawyer, the captain, 
and the chaplain, however, interchanged signiiicant 
looks; and many times, during the course of the 
evening, they made attempts to draw out Vivian's 
thoughts, but they found him impenetrable.. There 
was an underplot of a quarrel between miss Strictland 
and miss Bateman, to which Vivian paid little atten- 
tion ; nor was he affected, in the slightest degree, by 
the Rosamunda's declaration to lord Glistonbury, that 
she must leave his family, since she found that miss 
Strictland had a larger share than herself of his lord- 
ship's confidence, and was, for what reason she could 
not divine, to have the honour of accompanying lady 
Julia into Devonshire. Vivian perceived these quar- 
rels, and heard the frivolous conversation of the com- 
pany at Glistonbury Castle without interest, and with 
a sort of astonishment at the small motives by which 
others were agitated, whilst his whole soul was en- 
grossed by love and pity for lady Julia. In vain he 
hoped for another opportunity of seeing and speaking 
to her. She never appeared. The next morning he 
rose at daybreak that he might have the chance of 
seeing her : he be^ed miss Strictland to entreat her 
ladyship would allow him to say a few words before 
she set out ; but miss Strictland replied, that she was 
assured the request would be .vain; and he thought 
he perceived that miss Strictland, though she affected 
to lament lady Julia's blindness to her own interests 
and contumacy, in opposing her father's wishes, was, 
in reality, glad that she persisted in her own deter- 
mination. Lord Lidhurst, on account of the weak state 
of his health, was kept in ignorance oi «^er^ \}MSSk% 
vol/. IX. o 
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that could agitate him ; and^ when Viyian took leave 
of him^ the poor young man left many messages of 
kindness and gratitude for Mr. RusselL 

'^ I am sorry that he was obliged to leave me ; for, 
ill or well^ there is no human being, I will not except 
any one b9t my sister Julia, whom I should so much 
wish to have with me. Tell him so ; and tell him — 
be sure you rememb^ my very words, for perhaps I 
shall never see him again — ^tell him, that, living or 
dying, I shall feel grateful to him. He has given Ine 
tastes and principles very different firom those I had 
when he came into this house. Even in sickness^ I 
feel almost every hour the advantage of my present 
love for literature. If I should live and recover^ I 
h<^ I shall do him some credit; and I trust my 
femily will join in my gratitude. Julia, my dear 
sister ! why do you weep so bitterly ? — ^If I had aeea 
you come into the room, I would not have spoken of 
my health — but is it not better, at all events, to 
use no disguise and to say the whole truth to our 
best friends ? — ^But I will not, since I see you cannot 
bear it." 

Lord Glistonbury came up to tell them that miss 
Strictland was ready. " Mr. Vivian," cried his lord- 
ship, ''will you hand Julia into the carriage?-*— 
Julia, Mr. Vivian is offering you his services. 
Lidhurst, have you the key of the great trunk ?" 

Vivian, as he attended lady Julia, had so much re- 
spect for her feelings, that, though he had been wait-, 
ing with extreme impatience for an opportunity to 
9ay a few words, yet now he would not speak, but 
kuided her along t^e gallery down the staircase, and 
across the great hall, in profound silence. She seemed 
sensible of this forbearance ; and, turning to him at a 
moment when they could not be overheard, said^ '' It 
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was not from unkindness^ Mr. Vivian^ I refused to 
«ee you again^ but to convince you that my miiid is 
determined — ^if you have any thing to say, I am ready 
to hear it." 

'^ Is there nothing to be hoped from time ?" said 
Vivian. *' Your father, I know, has hopes that * 
All I ask is, that you will not make any rash re* 
solutions." 

" I make none ; but I tell i/ou, for your own sake> 
not to cherish any vain hope. My father does not 
know my mind sufficiently, therefore he may deceive 
you ; but I will not- — I thought, after the manner 
in which I i^oke to you yesterday, you would have 
had too much strength of mind to have rendered this 

repetition of my sentiments necessary. Attach 

yourself elsewhere as soon as you can. — I sincerely 
wish your happiness. Miss Strictland is waiting. — 
Farewell !" 

She hurried forward to the carriage; and, when 
she was gone, Vivian repented that he had seen her 
again, as it had only given them both additional and 
fruitless pain. 

What passed during some succeeding days at Glis- 
tonbury Castle, he scarcely knew ; no trace remained 
in his mind of suiy thing but the omfused noise of 
people, who had been talking, laughing, and divert- 
ing themselves in a manner that seemed to him in- 
comprehensible. He exerted himself, however, so far 
as to write to Russell, to implore his forgiveness, and 
to solicit a return of his friendship, which, in his pre* 
sent state of unhappiness, was more necessary to him 
than ever. When he had finished and despatched 
this letter, he sunk again into a sort of reckless state, 
without hope or determination, as to his future life. 
He could not decide whether he ilio\:^<^ %q \i^ \^*^ 
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mother immediately on leaying Glistonbury^ or to 
Mr. Russell^ or (which he knew was the beast ooum 
he could pursue) attend his duty in parliament, and^ 
by plunging at once into public business, change the 
course of his thoughts, and fwce his mind to resume 
its energy. After altering his determination twenty 
times, after giving at least a dozen contradictory 
orders about his journey, his servant at last had hii 
ultimatum, ybr London — ^the carriage to be at the 
door at ten o'clock the next morning. Every thing 
was ready at the appointed hour. Breakfast over, 
Vivian waited only to pay his compliments to lady 
Glistonbury, who had breakfasted in her own apart^ 
ment. Lady Sarah, with a manner as formal as usual, 
rose from the breakfjEist-table, and said she would let 
her mother know that Mr. Vivian was going. Vivian 
waited half an hour— an hour — ^two hours. Lady 
Glistonbury did not appear, nor did lady Sarah re- 
turn. The company had dispersed after the first half- 
hour. Lord Glistonbury began to believe that th^ 
ladies did not mean to make their appearance. At 
length a message came from lady Glistonbury.— i^ 
" Lady Glistonbury 's compliments toMr. Vivian— r-Jier 
ladyship was concerned that it was out of h^ power 
to have the pleasure of seeing Mr. Vivian, as she wft$ 
too much indisposed to leave her room. — She and lady 
Sarah mshed him a very good journey." 

Vivian went' up to his room for his gloves, which 
he missed at the moment when he was going. Whilsl; 
he was opening the empty drawers one after another, 
in search of the gloves, and, at the same time, callipg 
his servant to find them, he heard a loud scream firom 
an adjoining apartment. He listened again — all was 
silent ; and he supposed that what he had heard was 
not a scream : but, at that moment, lady Sarah's maid 
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flnng open his door^ and^ mnning in with outstretched 
arms^ threw herself at Vivian's feet. Her sobs and 
tears prevented his understanding one syllaMe she 
said. At last, she articulated intelligibly^ " Oh^ sir ! 
-—don't be so cruel to go — ^my lady ! — my poor lady ! 
If you go, it will kill lady Sarah !" 

" Kill lady Sarah ? — Why, I saw her in perfect 
health this morning at breakfast !" 

" Dear, dear sir ! you know nothing of the matter !" 
said the maid, rising, and shutting the door : ^' you 
don't know what a way she has been in ever since the 
talk of your going — ^fits upon fits every night, and my 
lady, her mother, and I up holding her — and none hi 
the house knoXving it but ourselves. Vesry well at 
breakfast ! Lord help us ! sir. How little yob know 
of what she has suffered ! — Lord have mercy upoii 
me ! I would not be a lady, to be so much in love, 
and left so, for any thing in the whole world. And 
my lady Sarah keeps every thing so to herself; — ^if it 
was not for these fits, they would never have knowed 
tihe cared no more for you than a stone." 

'^ And, probably, you are quite mistaken," said 
Vivian ; '' and that I have nothing to do with the 
young lady's illness. If she has fits, I am very sonry 

for it; but I can't possibly Certainly, you are 

qilite mistaken !" 

" Lord, sir ! — ^mistaken ! As if I could be mis- 
taken, when I know my lady as well as I know my- 
self ! — Why, sir, I know from the time of the election, 
when you was given to her by all the country — and 
to be sure when we all thought it would be a matdi 
directly — and the Lord knows what put it off!-^I 
say, from that time, her heart was set upon you. 
Tliough she never said a word to me, or any one, I 
knew how it was, through a^ \iet ci^5V!^.TL«e&% «o-^% 
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when she was low^ I knew always how to raise her^ 
by praising of yon — ^And to be sore^ idien yoa was in* 
Lon'on so much with ns, all the town said^ as all the 
country did afore, that to be sore it was to be a match 
— But then that sad affair, with that artfiillest of wo^ 
men, that took you off from all that was good, and 
away, the Lord knows where, to foreign parts! — 
Well! to be sure, I never shall forget the day yoa 
come back again to us ! — and the night of the bidl ! — 
and you dancing with my lady, and all so happy > 
then, to be sure, all were sarten it was to be im- 
mediately And now to go and break my poor 

lady's heart at the last ! — Oh, sir, sir ! if you could 
but see her, it would touch a heart of marble !" 

Vivian's astonishment and dismay were so greats 
that he suffered the girl, who was an unpractised 
creature, to go on speaking without interruption: 
the warmth of affection with which she spoke of her 
lady, also, surprised him ; for, till this instant, he had 
no idea that any one could love lady Sarah Lidhurst ; 
and the accounts she gave of the lady's sufferings not 
only touched his compassion, but worked upon his 
vanity. '^ This cold, proud young lady that never 
loved none before, to think," as her maid said, ^' that 
she should come to such a pass, as to be in fits about 
him. And it was her belief that lady Sarah never 
would recover it, if he went away out of the castle 
this day." 

The ringing of a beU had repeatedly been heard, 
whilst lady Sarah's maid was speaking ; it now rang 
violently, and her name was called vehemently from 
the adjoining apartment. " I must go, I must go ! 

-. Oh, sir ! one day, for mercy's sake I stay one day 

longer !" 

Vivian^ though he had been moved by this girl's 
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representations^ was determined to effect his retreat 
whilst it was yet in his power ; therefore he ran down 
stairs^ and had gained the hall, where he was shaking 
hands with lord Glistonbury, when my lady Gliston- 
bury's own woman came in a great hurry, to say, that 
her lady, finding herself a little better now, and able 
to see Mr. Vivian, begged he would be so good as to 
walk up to her dressing-room. 

Vivian, with a heavy heart and slow steps, obeyed : 
there was no refusing, no evading such a request. 
He summoned all his resolution, at the same time 
saying to himself, as he followed his conductor along 
the gallery, ^^ It is impossible that I can ever be 
drawn in to marry lady Sarah. — This is a concerted 
plan, and I shall not be so weak as to be the dupe of 
so gross an artifice/' 

Lady Glistonbury's maid showed him into her 
lady's dressing-room and retired. Lady Glistonbury 
was seated, and, without speaking, pointed to a chair 
which was set opposite to her. '^ So ! a preparation 
for a scene," thought Vivian. He bowed, but, still 
keeping his hat in his hand, did not sit down : — ^he 
was extremely happy to hear that her ladyship found 
herself something better — ^much honoured by her per* 
mitting him to pay his respects, and to offer his grate- 
ful acknowledgments to her ladyship before his de- 
parture from Glistonbury. 

Her ladyship, still without speaking, pointed to 
the chair. Vivian sat down, and looked as if he had 
'^ screwed his courage to the sticking place." Lady 
Glistonbury had sometimes a little nervous trembling 
of her head, which was the only symptom of internal 
agitation that was ever observable in her ; it was now 
increased to a degree which Vivian had never before 
Nieen. 
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" Are joQ in haste, sir, to be gone ?" said lady 
GUstoDbary. 

Not if her kdrship had any commands for him ; 
hot mlherwiae, he had intended, if possible, to reach 
town that ni^t. 

" I shall not delay yo« many minntes, Mr. Vivian," 
said her ladyship. " Yon need not be under appre- 
hensi<m that lady Gltstonbnry should seek to detain 
yon longer than your own inclinations indace you to 
stay ; it is, theietee, unnecessary to insult her with 
any appearance of haste or impatience." 

Vivian instantly laid down his hat, and protested 
that he was not in the slightest degree impatient : he 
should be T&ry ungrateful, as well as very ill bred, if» 
after the most hospitable manner in which he had 
been received and entertained at Glistonbury Castle, 
he could be in haste to quit it. He was entirdy at her 
ladyship's orders. 

Lady Glistonbury bowed formally — was again si- 
lent— ^the trembling of her head vary great — the rest 
of her form motionless. 

'' I have sent for you, Mr. Vivian," said she, " that 
I might, before you leave this castle, set you right Ott 
a subject which mu<^ concerns me. From the re- 
presentations of a foolish country girl, a maid-servant 
of my daughter lady Sarah Lidhurst*s, which I have 
just discovered she has made to you, I had reascm to 
fear that you might leave Glistcmbury with very fiedse 
notions " 

A cry was heard at this moment from the innar 
apartment, which made Vivian start : but lady Glis- 
tonbury, without noticing it, went on speaking. 

" With notions very injurious to my daughter 

Sarah ; who, if I know any thing of her, would rather, 
if it were so ordained, go out of this world, than coi»- 
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descend to any thing unbecoming her sex, her edu- 
cation^ and her family." 

Vivian^ struck with respect and compassion for 
the mother^ who spoke to him in this manner, now 
was convinced that there had been no concerted plan 
to work upon his mind, that the maid had spoken 
without the knowledge of her lady; and, the more 
proudly solicitous lady Glistonbury showed herself 
to remove what she called the false impression from 
his mind, the more he was persuaded that the girl 
had spoken the truth. He was much embarrassed 
between his good-nature and his dread of becoming 
a sacrifice to his humanity. 

He replied in general terms to lady Glistonbury, 
that he had the highest respect for lady Sarah Lid- 
hurst, and that no opinion injurious to her could be 
entertained by him. 

" Respect she must command from all," said lady 
Glistonbury ; that it is out of any man's power to 
refuse her : as to the rest, she leaves you, and I leave 
you, sir, to your own conscience." 

Lady Glistonbury rose, and so did Vivian. He 
hoped that neither her ladyship nor lady Sarah had 

any cause He hesitated; the words, to reproach, 

io complain^ to be displeased, all came to his Hps ; 
but each seemed improper ; and, none other being at 
hand to convey his meaning, he could not finish his 
sentence : so he b^an another upon a new construc- 
tion, with ^^ I should be much concerned if, in addi- 
tion to all my other causes of regret in leaving Glis- 
tonbury Castle, I felt that I had incurred lady Glis- 
tonbury's or lady Sarah's displea — disapprobation." 

" As to that, sir," said lady Glistonbury, " I 
cannot but have my own opinion of your conduct ; 
and you can scarcely expect, I o^^t^^^tA) ^^ ^ 
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mother^ such as I am^ should not feel some disapproba^ 

tion of conduct^ which has ^made her daughter 

80 In shorty sir^ you must be sensible of what all 
the world have said^ and you are as fuUy aware as 
I can be of the disadvimtage to a young lady of such 

reports, of the breaking off of such things But 

I am doomed^ and trust I shall bear with resignation, 
to see the ruin of all my hopes. There is my only 
son dying — I know we are to lose him ; his sister, 
worse than dead — I always foresaw that; but my 
daughter Sarah ! — ^this I did not foresee.— —Sir, 
I beg I may not detain you — I have the honour to 
wish you a good journey and much happiness." 

An attendant came from an inner apartment with 
ft message from lady Sarah, who was worse, and 

idshed to see her mother '^ Immediately ! — tell 

her, immediately I" 

The servant returned with the answer. Vivian 
was retiring, but he came back, for he saw at that 
moment a convulsive motion contract lady Gliston- 
bury's face : she made an effort to walk ; but if Vi- 
vian had not supported her instantly, she must have 
fallen. She endeavoured to disengage herself from 
his assistance, and again attempted to walk. 

'^For God's sake, lean upon me, madam!" said 
Vivian^ much alarmed. With his assistance, she 
reached the door of the inner room : summoning all 
the returning powers of life, she then withdrew her 
arm from his, and pointing back to the door at which 
Vivian entered, she said, " That is your way, sir." 

" Pardon me — I cannot go — I cannot leave you at 
this moment," said Vivian. 

**; This is my daughter's apartment, sir," said lady 
Glistonbury, stopping, and standing still and fixed. 
Some of the attendants within, hearing her ladyship's 
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voice^ opened the door; lady Glistonbury made an 
effort to prevent it^ but in vain : the chamber was 
darkened^ but as the door opened the wind from an 
open window blew back the curtain^ and some light 
fell upon a canopy bed ; where lady Sarah lay mo- 
tionless^ her eyes closed^ and pale as death ; one at- 
tendant chafing her temples, another rubbing her 
feet : she looked up just after the door opened^ and, 
raising her head, sh^ saw Vivian — a gleam of joy 
illumined her countenance and coloured her cheek. 

'* Sir/' repeated lady Glistonbury, " this is my 
daughter's " 

She could articulate no more. She fell across the 
threshold, struck with palsy. Her daughter sprang 
from the bed, and, with Vivian's assistance, raised and 
carried lady Glistonbury to an arm-chair near the 
open window, drew back the curtain, begged Vivian 
to go for her father, and instantly to despatch a mes- 
senger for medical assistance. Vivian sent his own 
servant, who had his horse ready at the door, and he 
bid the man go as fast as he could. 

" Then you don't leave Glistonbury to-day, sir V* 
said the servant. 

'' Do as I order you — Where's lord Glistonbury ?*' 

His lordship, with the newspapers and letters 
open in his hand, came up — ^but they dropped on 
hearing the intelligence that Vivian communicated. 
His lordship was naturally humane and good-natured; 
and the shock was greater, perhaps, to him, from 
the sort of enmity in which he lived with lady Glis- 
tonbury. 

*' I dread to go up stairs," said he : '' For Grod's 
sake, Vivian^ don't leave me in this distress ! — do 

order your carriage away ! Put up Mr. Vivian> 

carriage.'* 
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Lady Sarah's maid came to tell them that lady 
Olistonbury had recovered her speech^ and that she 
had asked^ ^' if Mr. Vivian was gone." 

" Do come up with me," cried lord Glistonbnry, 
*' and she will see you are not gone." 

'< Oh !" cried the maid^ as she looked out of the 
staircase window^ *' there's his carriage going to die 

eoach-house ! — God bless him ! Ay, do go in with 

my lord, sir, — ^better than all the physicians !" 

^' Here's my lord and Mr. Vivian, my lady," said 
the girl. 

Then, turning to lady Glistonbury's woman, she 
added, in aloud whisper, ''Mr. Vivian won't go to-day." 

Lady Sarah gave her maid some commission, which 
took her out of t the room. Lady Sarah, no longer 
the formal, cold, slow personage whom Vivian de- 
tested, now seemed to him, and not only seemed but 
was, quite a different being, inspired with energy, and 
quickness, and presence of mind : she forgot herself, 
and her illness, and her prudery, and her love, foid 
every other consideration, in the sense of her mother's 
danger. Lady Glistonbury had but imperfectly re- 
covered her recollection. At one moment she smiled 
on Vivian, and tried to stretch out her hand to 
him, as she saw him standing beside lady Sarah. But 
when he approached lady Glistonbury, and spoke to 
her, she seemed to have some painful recollection, 
and, looking round the room, expressed surprise and 
tmeasiness at his being there. Vivian retired ; and 
lord Glistonbury, who w?« crying like a child, fol- 
lowed, saying, '' Take me out with you — Dr. G 
ought to be here before now — I'll send for another 
physician ! — Very shocking — ^very shocking — at lady 
Glistonbury's time of life, too — ^for she is not an old 
woman by any means. Lady Glistonbury is eighteen 
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jnouths younger than I am I— Nobody knows how 
soon i% may be their own turn !— It's very shocking I 
— If I had known she was ill^ I would have had 
advice for her sooner. She is very patient — ^too 
patient — a great deal too patient. She never will 
complain — never tells what she feels, body or mind— 
at least never tells me ; but that may be my fault in 
some measure. Should be very sorry lady Gliston- 
bury went out of the world with things as they are 
now between us. Hope to God she will get over 
this attack !— Hey ! Mr. Vivian }" 

Vivian said whatever he could to fortify this hope, 
and was glad to see lord Glistonbury show feelings 
of this sort. The physician arrived, and confirmed 
these hopes by his favourable prognostics. In the 
course of the day and night, her face, which had 
been contracted, resumed its natural appearance ; she 
recovered the use of her arm : a certain difficulty erf 
articulation, and thickness of speech, with what the 
physician called hallucination of mind, and a general 
feebleness of body, were all the apparent consequences 
of this stroke. She was not herself sensible of the 
l^ature of the attack, or clear in her ideas of any thing 
that had passed immediately previous to it. She had 
only an imperfect recollection of her daughter's illness, 
and of some hurry about Mr. Vivian's going away. She 
was, however, well enough to go into her dressings 
room, where Vivian went to pay his respects to her;, 
with lord Glistonbury. By unremitting exertions, 
and unusual cheerfulness, lady Sarah succeeded in 
quieting her mother's confused apprehensions on her 
account. When out of lady Glistonbury's hearing, 
all the attendants and the physicians repeatedly exr 
pressed fear that lady Sarah would overfatigue and 
injure herself by this extraordinary eufti^ \ \s\iXV«t 
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powers of body and mind seemed to rise with the 
necessity for exertion; and, on this great occasion, 
she suddenly discovered a warmth and strength of 
character, of which few had ever before discerned 
ev^i the slightest symptoms. 

" Who would have expected this from Sarah ?" 
whispered lord Glistonbury to Vivian. Why, her 
sister did not do more for me when I was ill ! I 
always knew she loved her mother, but I thought it 
was in a quiet, commonplace way — Who knows but 

she loves me too ? — or might " She came into 

the room at this moment — '^ l^arah, my dear," said 
hi^ lordship, " where are my letters and yesterday's 
papers, which I never read ? — ^I'll see if there be any 
thing in them t]|at can interest your mother/' 

Lord Glistonbury opened the papers, and the first 
article of public news was, ^' a dissolution of parlia- 
ment confidently expected to take place immediately." 
This must put an end to Vivian's sdieme of going to 
town to attend his duty in parliament. '^ But, may 
be, it is only newspaper information." It was con- 
firmed by all lord Glistonbury and Vivian's private 
letters. A letter from his mother, which Vivian 
now for the first moment had time to peruse, men- 
tioned the dissolution of parliament as certain ; she 
named her authority, which could not be doubted ; 
and, in consequence, she had sent down sup|die^ oi* 
wine for an election ; and she said, that she would 
'* be immediately at Castle Vivian, to keep open 
house and open heart for her son. Though not frir- 
nished," she observed, '* the castle would suit the 
better all the purposes of an election; and she should 
not feel any inconvenience, for her own part, let the 
accommodati<ms be what they might." 

Lord Glistonbury directly proposed and insisted 
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upon lady Mary Vivian's making Glistonbury her 
head-quarters. Vivian objected: lady Glistonbury'* 
illness was an ostensible^ and^ he hoped^ would be a 
sufficient excuse for declining the invitation. But 
lord Glistonbury persisted : " lady Glistonbury, he 
was sure, would wish it^-nothing would be more 
agreeable to her." His lordship's looks appealed to 
lady Sarah, but lady Sarah was silent; and, when 
her fether positively required her opinion, by adding, 
*' Hey ! Sarah ?" she rather discouraged than pressed 
the invitation. She said, that though she was per- 
suaded her mother would, if she were well, be happy 
to have the pleasure of seeing lady Mary Vivian, yet 
she could not, in her mother's present situation, ven- 
ture to decide how hx her health might be able to 
stand any election bustle. 

Lady Sarah said this with a very calm voice, but 
blushed extremdy as she spoke; and, for the first 
time, Vivian thought her not absolutely plain ; and, 
for the first time, he thought even the formality and 
deliberate coolness of her manner were not disagree- 
able. He liked her more, at this moment, than he 
had ever imagined it pos^ble he could like lady 
Sarah Lidhurst; but he liked her chiefly because 
she did not press him into her service, but rather 
forwarded his earnest wish to get away from Glis- 
tonbury. 

Lord Glistonbury appealed to the physician, and 
asked whether company and amusement were not 
^' the best things possible for his patient ? Lady 
Glistonbury should not be left alone, surely ! Her 
mind should be interested and amused; and an 
election would be a fortunate circumstance just at 
present !" 

The physician qualified the assent y/VsiOcL \^ Vst^ 
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ship's peremptory tone seemed to demand^ by sayiugj 
^' that certainly moderate amusement^. and whatever 
interested without agitating her ladyship^ would be 
salutary." His lordship then declared that he would 
leave it to lady Glistonbury herself to decide : quitting 
the end of the room where they were holding their 
consultation^ he approached her ladyship to explain 
the matter. But lady Sarah stopped him, beseeching 
so earnestly that no appeal might be made to her 
mother, that Vivian was quite moved; and he set- 
tled the business at once to general satisfaction, by 
declaring that, though neither he nor lady Mary 
Vivian could think of intruding as inmates at pre- 
sent, yet that they should, as soon as lady Gliston? 
bury's health would permit, be as much at Gliston- 
bury Castle as possible ; and that the short distance* 
6rom his house would make it, he hoped, not incon- 
venient to his lordship for all election business. Lord 
Glistonbury acceded, and lady Sarah appeared grate- 
fully satisfied. His lordship, who always took the 
task of explanation upon himself, now read the 
paragraph about the dissolution aloud to lady Glis- 
' tonbury ; informed her, that lady Mary Vivian was 
coining immediately to the country ; and that they 
should hope to see lady Mary and Mr. Vivian almost 
every day, though he could not prevail upon them tQ 
take up their abode during the election at Gliston- 
bury. Lady Glistonbury listened, and tried, and 
seemed to understand — bowed to Mr. Vivian and 
smiled, and said she remembered he was often at 
Glistonbury during the last election — that she wa$ 
happy to hear she should have the pleasure to se# 
lady Mary Vivian — ^that some people disliked electum 
times, but £pr her part she did not, when she wai 
strong. Indeed, the last election she recollected with 
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particular pleasure — she was happy that lord Glis« 
tonbury's interest was of service to Mr. Vivian. 
Then " she hoped his canvass to-day had been suc- 
cessful?" — and asked some questions that showed 
her mind had become confused^ and that she was 
confounding the past with the present. Lady Sarah 
and Mr. Vivian said a few words to set her right—* 
she looked first at one^ and then at the other^ listen- 
ings and then said — '' I understand — God bless you 
both." Vivian took up his hat> and looked out of the 
window^ to see if his carriage was at the door. 

^' Mr. Vivian wishes you a good momingy madam^" 
said lady Sarah : '' he is going to Castle Vivian^ to 
get things ready for lady Mary's arrival." 

^' I wish you health and happiness^ sir^" said lady 
Glistonbury^ attempting to rise^ whilst some painful 
reminiscence altered her countenance. 

*' Pray do not stir, don't disturb yourself, lady 
Glistonbury. I shall pay my respects to your lady- 
ship again as soon as possible." 

^' And pray bring me good news of the election, 
and how the poll stands to-morrow, Mr. Vivian," 
added her ladyship, as he left the room. 



CHAPTER XII. 

Vivian, who had felt oppressed and almost en- 
slaved by his compassion, breathed more freely when 
he at last found himself in his carriage, driving away 
from Glistonbury. His own castle, and the prepara- 
tions for his mother's arrival, and for the expected 

VOL. IX. -e 
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ciuivass, occupied liim so much for the ensuing daj^ 
that he had scarcely time to think of lady Julia or of 
lady Sarah^ of Russell or Selina: he could neither 
reflect on the past> nor anticipate the future; the 
present^ the vulgar present^ fiill of upholsterers^ and 
paper-hangers^ and butlers^ and grooms^ and tenants^ 
and freeholders^ and parasites^ pressed upon his at- 
tention with importunate claims. The dissolution of 
parliament took place. Lady Mary Vivian arrived 
almost as soon as the newspaper that brought this 
intelligence: with her came a new set of thoughts^ 
all centring in the notion of her son's consequence in 
the worlds and of his happiness — ^ideas which were too 
firmly associated in her mind ever to be separated. 
She said that she had r^etted his having made such 
a long stay in the country during the last session, 
because he had missed opportunities of distinguishing 
himself farther in parliament. The preceding session 
her ladyship had received gratifying compliments on 
her son's talents^ and on the figure he had already 
made in public life : she felt her self-love as well as 
her afiection interested in his continuing his political 
career with spirit and success. " As to the present 
election," she observed, '' there could be little doubt 
that he would be re-elected with the assistance of the 
Glistonbury interest; and," added her ladyship, 
smiling significantly, " I fancy your interest is pretty 
strong in that quarter. The world has given you l}y 
turns, to lady Julia and lady Sarah Lidhurst ; and I 
am asked continually whidi of the lady Lidhursts 
you are in love with. One of these ladies certainly 
must be my daughter-in-law; pray, if you know, 
empower me to say which." Lady Mary Vivian 
opoke but half in earnest, till the extraordinary 
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commotion her words created in her son convinced 
her that report had not^ now at leasts been mis« 
taken. 

*' Next to miss Selina Sidney," continued lady 
Mary, " who, after her positive and long persisted-in 
refusal, is quite out of the question, I have, my dear 
son, always wished to see you married to one of the 
lady Lidhursts ; and, of course, lady Julia's talents, 
and beauty, and youth " 

Vivian interrupted and hastily told his mother 
that lady Julia Lidhurst was as much out of the 
question as miss Sidney could be ; for that he had 
offered himself, and had been refused ; and that he 
had every reason to believe that the determination of 
his second mistress against him would be at least as*, 
absolute and unconquerable as that of his first. His 
mother was in amazement. That her son could be 
refused by lady Julia Lidhurst appeared a moral and 
political impossibility, especially when the desire for 
a connexion between the families had been so obvious 
on tlie side of the Glistonburies. What could be the 
meaning of this ? Lady Julia was perhaps under an 
error, and fancied he was someway engaged to miss 
Sidney ; *' or, perhaps," said lady Mary, who had a 
ready wit for the invention of delicate distresses, 
^^ perhaps there is some difficulty about the eldest 
sister, lady Sarah ; for you know the first winter you 
were given to her. — ^Ay, that must be the case. I 
will go to Glistonbury to-morrow, and I will have 
lady Julia to myself for ^ve minutes : I think I have 
some penetration, and I moU know the truth." 

Lady Mary was again surprised, by hearing from 
her son that lady Julia was not at Glistonbury — that 
she was gone with her brother into Devonshk^. ^^^ 
there was a dead silence for some ixiVaxxX.*^'^) ^\v(^^&\^^ 

1?^ 
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by an exclamation from lady Mary^ ^^ There is some 
grand secret here — I must loMlw it !" Her ladyship 
forthwith commenced a close and able cross-examina- 
tiim, which Vivian stopped at last by declaring that 
he was not at liberty to speak upon the subject : he 
knew^ he said^ that his m<H;her was of too honourable 
and generous a temper to press him fiarther. His 
mother was perfectly honourable^ but at the same 
time extremely curious ; and though she continually 
repeated^ " I will not ask you another question — I 
would not upon any account lead you to say a syllable 
lliat could betray any confidence reposed in you^ my 
dear son ;" yet she indulged herself in a variety of 
ingenious conjectures : '^ I know it is so ;" or, " I am 
sure that I have guessed now, but I don't ask you to 
tell me.— You do right to deny it.*' — Amongst the 
variety of her conjectures, lady Mary did not find out 
the truth; she was prepossessed by the idea that 
Ilussell was attached to Selina Sidney — a secret 
which her own penetration had discovered whilst her 
son was abroad with Mrs. Wharton, and which she 
thought no mortal living knew but herself. Preoc- 
cupied with this notion, Russell was now omitted in 
all her combinations. His having quitted Glisten- 
bury did not create any suspicions of the real cause 
of his sudden departure, because there was a sufficient 
reason for his going to the north to see his sick rela- 
tion ; and lady Mary was too good a philosopher to 
assign two causes for the same event, when she had 
found one that was adequate to the production of the 
effect. She therefore quietly settled it in her ima- 
gination, that lady Julia Lidhurst was going to be 
married immediately to a certain young nobleman, 
who had- been lately at Glistonbury whilst they were 
sctingphxjB, The next day she went with Vivian to 
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Glistonbury Castle ; for^ waving all the ceremonials 
of visiting, she was anxious to see poor lady Gliston- 
bury, of whose illness she had been apprised, in ge* 
neral terms, by her son. An impulse of curiosity^ 
mixed perhaps with motives of regard for her good 
friend lady Glistonbury, hastened this visit. They 
found lady Glistonbury much better; she looked 
nearly as well as she had done before this stroke ; and 
she had now recovered her memory, and the fiill use 
of her understanding. Vivian observed, that she and 
lady Sarah were both convinced, by lady Mary Vi- 
vian's curiosity, that he had given no hint of any 
thing which they did not wish to be known ; and the 
pleasurable consciousness of his integrity disposed 
him to be pleased with them. Lord Glistonbury, on 
his side, was convinced that Vivian had behaved ho- 
nourably with respect to his daughter Julia ; so all 
parties were well satisfied with each other. His lord- 
ship answered lady Mary Vivian's inquiries after his 
son and his daughter Julia by saying, that miss 
Strictland had just returned to Glistonbury with 
rather more favourable accounts of lord Lidhurst's 
health, and that Julia and he were now at his bro- 
ther the bishop of ******'8. Between this brother 
and my lord Glistonbury there had never been any 
great intimacy, their characters and their politics 
being very different. The moment lady Mary Vi- 
vian heard lord Glistonbury pronounce, with such 
unusual cordiality, the words, ^' my brother the 
bishop," she recollected that the bishop had a very 
amiable, accomplished, and remarkably handsome 
son ; so she arranged directly in her imagination that 
this was the person to whom lady Julia was engaged. 
Being now thoroughly convinced that this last con- 
jecture was just^ she thought uo xcv^^ ^^^\.^3»^ 
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Julia's affairs; but turned her attention to lady 
Sarahs whose cold and guarded manners^ however, 
resisted her utmost penetration. Disappointed in all 
her attempts to lead to sentiment or love^ the con« 
versation at last ran wholly upon the approaching 
election^ upon the canvass^ and the strength of the 
various interests of the county ; on all which subjects 
lady Sarah showed surprisingly exact information. 
Presently lord GUstonbury took Vivian with him to 
his study to examine some poll-book^ and then put 
into his hands a letter from lady Julia Lidhurst^ which 
had been enclosed in one to himself. 

'' I told you that I intended to rusticate Julia," 
said his lordship^ " with a poor parson and his wife 
— ^relations, distant relations of ours in Devonshire ; 
but this plan has been defeated by my foolish good 
brother the bishop. On their journey they passed 
close by his palace ; I charged miss Strictland to be 
incog ; but they stayed to rest in the town, for Lid- 
hurst was fatigued ; and some of the bishop's people 
found them out, and the bishop sent for them, and at 
Iftst came himself. He was so sorry for Lidhurst's 
illness, and, as miss Strictland says, so much charmed 
Ivith Julia, whom he has not seen since she was a 
child; that he absolutely took possession of them ; and 
Julia has made her party good with him, for he 
writes me word he cannot part with her ; that I must 
allow her to remain with him ; and that they will 
take all possible care of Lidhurst's health. I believe 
I must yield this point to the bishop ; for, all toge-^ 
ther, it looks better that Julia should be at the 
palace than at the parsonage ; and though my poor 
brother has not the knowledge of the world one could 
wish, or that is necessary to bring this romantic girl 
back to reason, yet But I keep you from reading 
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your letter, and I see you are impatient — Hey?— 
very natural! — ^but, I am afraid, all in vain — I'll 
leave you in peace. At any rate," added lord Glis- 
tonbury, " you know I've always stood your firm 
friend in this business; and you know I'm dis- 
creet." 

Vivian never felt so grateful for any instance of 
his lordship's friendship and discretion as for that 
which he gave at this moment, by quitting the room, 
and leaving him in peace to read his letter. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

" Before you open this letter, you will have 
heard, probably, that my uncle, the bishop of ****»♦, 
has taken me under his protection. I cannot suf- 
fidentiy regret that I was not a few years, a few 
months sooner, blessed with such a Mentor. I never, 
till now, knew how much power kindness has. to 
touch the mind in the moment of distress ; nor did I 
ever, till now, feel how deeply the eloquence of true 
piety sinks into the h^u-t. This excellent friend will, 
I hope, in time restore me to my better self. From 
the abstraction, the selfishness of passion, I think I 
am already somewhat recovered. After being wholly 
absorbed by one sentiment, I begin to feel again the 
influence of other motives, and to waken to the re- 
turning sense of social duty. Among the first objects 
to which, in recovering from this trance, or this fever 
of the soul, I have power to turn my attention, your 
happiness, sir, next to that of my own nearest re- 
lations^ I find interests me most. MXj^x ^\s^^«»^ 
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this assurance^ I trust you will believe that/ to ensure 
the felicity, or even to restore the health and preserve 
the life of any relation or friend I have upon earth, I 
should not think myself justified in attempting to 
influence your mind to any thing which I did not 
sincerely and firmly believe would be for your per- 
manent advantage, as well as for theirs. Under the 
solemn faith of this declaration, I hope that you will 
listen to me with patience and confidence. From all 
that 1 have myself seen, and from all that I have 
heard of your character, 1 am convinced that your 
wife should be a woman of a disposition precisely op- 
posite, in many respects, to mine. Your character is 
liable to vary, according to the situations in which 
you are placed ; and is subject to sudden but tran- 
sient impressions from external circumstances. • You 
have hitherto had a friend who has regulated the 
fluctuations of your passions; now that he is se- 
parated from you, how much will you feel the loss of 
his cool and steady judgment ! Should you not^ 
therefore, in that bosom friend, a wife, look for a 
certain firmness and stability of character, capable of 
resisting, rather than disposed to yield, to sudden 
impulse; a character, not of enthusiasm, but of duty; 
a mind, which, instead of increasing, by example and 
83rmpathy, any defects of your own — pardon the ex- 
pression — should correct or compensate these by op- 
posite qualities? And supposing th^t, with such 
sobriety and strength of character as 1 have described, 
there should be connected a certain slowness, form- 
ality, and coldness of manner, which might not at 
first be attractive to a man of your vivacity, let not 
this repel you : when once you have learned to con- 
sider this manner as the concomitant and indication 
of qualities essential to your happiness, it would, I 
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am persuaded^ become agreeable to you ; especially 
as, on nearer observation, you would soon discover 
that, beneath that external coldness, under all that 
snow and ice, there is an accumulated and concen- 
trated warmth of affection. 

" Of this, sir, you must lately have seen an ex- 
ample in my own family. At the moment when my 
poor mother was struck with palsy, you saw my sis- 
ter's energy; and her character, probably, then ap- 
peared to you in a new point of view. From this 
burst of latent affection for a parent, you may form 
some idea what the power of the passion of love would 
be in her soul; some idea, I say; for I am persuaded 
that none but those who know her as well as I do can 
form an adequate notion of the strength of attach- 
ment of which she is capable. 

" Am I mistaken, Mr. Vivian, in thinking that it 
■would be necessary to your happiness to be beloved 
both with ardent and constant affection ? Certainly, 
I cannot be mistaken on this point. There is an- 
other, of which I feel equally certain — ^that you would 
be more likely to inspire a strong attachment in a 
mind like my sister's than in such a heart as mine. 
Let it not wound your pride, or any of your feelings, 
if I tell you that, even if my affections were at my 
own disposal, and if no past circumstances prevented 
the possibility of my thinking of you as a lover, I 
could not feel the passion of love for a man of your 
disposition. There must be superior streng^, de* 
cision, and loftiness of character ; there must be some- 
thing of the moral sublime, to seize my imaginaticm 
and touch my heart. My sister, on the contrary, 
admires more vivacity and generosity of character, 
and would be captivated, in a lover, by those quaUtiea 
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and accomplishments for which you are eminently 
distinguished. Certain of the excellence of your 
disposition and of your principles, and conscious that 
her own firmness of mind would prevent any danger 
from the vacillations of your easy temper, she would, 
as your wife, become more and more attached to you, 
even from what you may think your defects, because 
she would feel the continual sense of being useful 
and necessary to your happiness. You will be sur- 
prised, perhaps, sir, to hear me reason so coolly for 
others on a subject where I have acted so rashly for 
myself ; and you may feel no inclination to listen t6 
the advice of one who has shown so little prudence in 
her own affairs : therefore, having stated my reasons, 
and su^ested my conclusions, I leave you to apply 
them as you think proper ; and I shall only add, that 
the accomplishment of my wishes, on this subject, 
would give me peculiar satisfaction. It would re^ 
lieve my mind from part of a weight of self-reproach. 
I have made both my parents unhappy. I have rea- 
son to fear that the shock my mother received, by 
my means, contributed much to her late illness. An 
event that would restore my whole family to hap-^ 
piness must, therefore, be to me the most desirable 
upon earth. I should feel immediate relief and de- 
light, even in the hope of contributing to it by any 
influence I can have over your mind. And, inde- 
pendently of the pleasure and pride I should feel in 
securing my sister's happiness and yours, I should 
enjoy true satisfaction, sir, in that intimate friend- 
ship with you, which only the ties of such near rela^ 
tionship could permit or justify. You will accept of 
this assurance, instead of the trite and insulting, 
because unmeaning or unsafe, offi^ of friendship. 
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which ladies sometimes make to those who have been 

their lovers. 

Julia Lidhubst. 

•••••• Po&ctf." 

At the first reading of this letter^ Vivian felt no- 
thing but a renewal of regret for having lost all 
chance of obtaining the affections of the person by 
whom it was written : on a second po'usal^ he was 
moved by the earnest expression of her wishes for his 
happiness ; and the desire to gratify her^ on a point 
on which she was so anxious^ influenced him much 
mfore than any of her arguments. Whatever good 
sense the letter contained was lost upon him ; but all 
the sentiment operated with full force ; yet not with 
sufficient power to conquer the repugnance he still 
felt to lady Sarah's person and manners. Lord GUs- 
tonbury made no inquiries concerning the contents of 
his daughter Julia's letter ; but> as far as politeness 
would permit^ he examined Vivian's countenance 
when he returned to the drawing-room. Lady Glis- 
tonbury's manner was as calm as usual; but the 
slight shake of her head was a sufficient indication of 
her internal feelings. Lady Sarah looked pale^ but 
so perfectly composed, that Vivian was convinced shej 
at least, knew nothing of her sister's letter. So great 
indeed was the outward composure, and so immove- 
able was lady Sarah, that it provoked lady Mary past 
endurance. 

^' I never saw such a young woman as lady Sarah 
Lidhurst ! She is a stick, a stone, a statue — she has 
completely satisfied my mind on one point. I own 
that when I found lady Julia was out of the ques- 
tion, I did begin to think and wish that lady Sarah 
might be my daughter-in-law> beca\\ai& ^Vl<& 'W%t^»^ 
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been so carefully brought up, and the connexion with 
the Glistonbury fieunily is so desirable : then I had a 
notion, before I saw her this morning, that the girl 
liked you, and might be really capable of attachment ; 
but now, indeed, I am convinced of the folly of that 
notion. She has no feeling — none upon earth — 
scarcely common sense ! She thinks of nothing but 
how she holds her elbows. The formality and im- 
portance with which she went on cutting off ends of 
worsted from that frightful tapestry work, whilst I 
talked of you, quite put me out of all manner of pa*> 
tience. She has no feeling — ^none upon earth !" 

^' Oh ! ma'am," said Vivian, ^^ you do her injustice: 
she certainly has feeling — ^for her mother." 

'' Ay, for her mother, may be ! a kind of me^- 
chanical affection !" 

'^ But, ma'am, if you had seen her at the time that 
inother was struck with palsy !" 

Much to his own surprise, Vivian found himsdf 
engaged in a defence, and almost in an eulogium upon 
lady Sarah ; but the injustice of his mother's attack, 
on this point, was, he knew, so great, that he could 
not join in lady Mary's invective. 

'' Why, my dear Charles !" said she, " do you 
recollect, on this very road, as we were retoruing 
from Glistonbury Castle, this time two years, you 
called lady Sarah a petrifaction ?" 

'^ Yes, ma'am ; because I did not know her then." 

" Well, my dear, I must have time to analyse het 
more carefully, and I suppose I shall discover, as you 
have done, ihat she is not a petrifaction. So, then, 
lady Sarah really is to be the woman, after all. I am 
content, but I absolutely cannot pretend to like her 
*— I like the connexion, however ; and the rest is your 
afikir. — ^You haven't proposed yet ?" 
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" Bless me ! no^ ma'am ! God forbid ! How fast 
your imagination goes^ my dear mother ! — Is there no 
difference between saying, that a woman is not a 
petrifaction, and being in love with her }" 

" In love ! I never said a word about being in love 
— I know that's impossible — I asked only if you had 
proposed for her ?" 

'^ Dear ma'am, no !" 

Lady Mary expressed her satisfaction ; and^ per- 
haps, the injustice with which she continued, for 
some days, to asperse lady Sarah Lidhurst, as being 
unfeeling, served her more, in Vivian's opinion, than 
any other mode in which she could have spoken of her 
ladyship. Still he felt glad that he had not i/et pro^ 
posed. He had not courage either to recede or ad- 
vance ; circumstances went on, and carried him along 
with them, without bringing him to any decision. 
The business of the election proceeded; every day 
lord Glistonbury was with him, or he was at Gliston- 
bury Castle ; every hour he saw more plainly the 
expectations that were formed : sometimes he felt 
that he was inevitably doomed to fulfil these, and at 
other times he cherished the hope that lady Julia 
would soon return home, and that, by some fortunate 
revolution, she might yet be his. He had not now 
the advantage of Russell's firmness to support him in 
this emergency. Russell's answers to his letters were 
so coolly determined, and he so absolutely declined 
interfering farther in his afiTairs, that Vivian saw no 
hopes of regaining his friendship, or of profiting by 
his counsels. Thus was Vivian in all the helpless- 
ness and all the horrors of indecision, when an event 
took place, which materially changed the face of 
affairs in the Glistonbury family. Just at the time 
when the accounts of his health were tba \si<c^ ^-. 
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vourable^ and when his friends were deceived by the 
most sanguine hopes of his recovery^ lord Lidhurst 
died. His mother was the only person in the family 
who was prepared for this catastrophe : they dreaded 
to communicate the intelligence to her^ lest it should 
bring on another attack of her dreadful malady; but^ 
to their astonishment^ she heard it with calm resigna- 
tion^ — said she had long foreseen this calamity^ and 
that she submitted to the will of Heaven. After pity 
for the parents^ who lost this amiable and promising 
young man^ heir to this large fortune and to this 
splendid title^ people began to consider what change 
would be made in the condition of the rest of the 
family. The lady Lidhursts^ from being very small 
fortunes, became heiresses to a large estate. The 
earldom of Glistonbury was to devolve to a nephew 
of lord Glistonbury^ in case the lady Lidhursts should 
not marry^ or should not have heirs ^male ; but^ in 
case they should marry^ the title was to go to the 
first son. All these circumstances were of course 
soon known and talked of in the neighbourhood ; 
and many congratulated Vivian upon tlie great ac- 
cession of fortune^ and upon the high expectations of 
the lady to whom they supposed him engaged. 

On the first visit which Vivian and his mother 
paid after the death of lord Lidhurst^ at Glistonbury 
Castle^ they found there a young man very hand- 
some^ but of a dark^ reserved countenance, whose phy- 
siognomy and manner inunediately prepossessed them 
^^ainst him ; on his part, he seemed to eye them 
with suspicion, and to be particularly uneasy whenever 
Vivian either mentioned the election or approached 
lady Sarah. This young man. was Mr. Lidhurst, 
lord GUstonbury's nephew and heir at law. It was 
d^hvious^ almost at first sight, that the uncle disliked 
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Ijhe nephew ; but it was not so easy to perceive that 
the nephew despised the uncle. Mr. Lidhurst^ though 
young, was an excellent politician; and his feelings 
i^ere always regulated by his interests. He had 
more abilities than lord Glistonbury^ less vanity^ but 
infinitely more ambition. In lord Glistonbury^ am- 
bition was rather affected^ as an air suited to his rank^ 
and proper to increase his consequence: Mr. Lid- 
hurst*s was an earnest^ inordinate ambition^ yet it 
was cold> silent^ and calculating; his pride preyed 
upon him inwardly^ but it never hurried him into 
saying or doing an extravagant thing. Those who 
were not actuated solely by ambition^ he always 
looked upon as fools^ and those who were^ he consi- 
dered^ in general^ as knaves : the one he marked as 
dupes^ the other as rivals. He had been at the 
bishop of ******'g^ during lord Lidhurst's illness^ 
and at the time of his death. Ever since lady Julia's 
arrival at the bishop's^ he had foreseen the proba- 
bility of this events and had^ in consequence of the 
long-sightedness of his views^ endeavoured to make 
himself agreeable to her. He found this impossible ; 
but was^ however, easily consoled by hearing that she 
had resolved never to marry ; he only hoped that she 
would keep her resolution ; and he was now at Glis- 
tonbury Castle, in the determination to propose for 
his other cousin, lady Sarah, who would, perhaps, 
equally well secure to him his objects. 

" Well ! my dear Vivian," said lord Glistonbury, 
drawing him aside, " how d'ye relish my nephew, 
Marmaduke Lidhurst ? Need not be afraid to speak 
the truth, for I tell you at once that he is no parti- 
cular favourite here ; not en bonne odeur ; but that's 
only between you and me. He thinks that I don't 
know that he considers me as a shallow fellow, because 
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I haven't my head crammed with a parcel of statistical 
tables^ all the fiscal and financiering stuff which he 
has at his calculating fingers' ends ; hut I trust that 
I am almost as good a politician as he is^ and I'm free 
to believe, have rather more knowledge <5f the world—* 

^ In men, not books, experienced was my lord*—. 

Hey ? Hey, Vivian ? and can see through him with 

half an eye, I can tell him. Wants to get lady 

Sarah — Yes, yes ; but never came near us till we lost 
my poor boy — ^he won't win lady Sarah either, or I'm 
much mistaken. Did you observe how jealous he 
was of you ? — Right ! — right ! — he has penetration ! — 
Stay, stay ! you don't know Marmaduke yet — don't 
know half his schemes. How his brow clouded when 
we were talking of the election ! I must hint to you, 
he has been sounding me upon that matter ; he has 
a great mind to stand for this county — talks of start- 
ing at the first day of the poU. I told him it could 
not do, as I was engaged to you. He answered, that 
of course was only a conditional promise, in case none 
of my own relations stood. I fought shy, and he 
pressed confoundedly. — Gad! he would put me in 
a very awkward predicament, if he was really to 
stand ! for you know what the world would say, if 
they saw me opposing my own nephew, a rising young 
man, and not for a relation either ; and Marmaduke 
Lidhurst is just your deep fellow to plan such a 
thing and execute it, not caring at what or whose 
expense. I can tell him, however, I am not a man 
to be bullied out of my interest, nor to be outwitted 
neither. — Stand firm, Vivian, my good friend, and 

I'll stand by you; depend on me ! — I only wish " 

Here his lordship paused. '^ But I cannot say more 
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to you now; for liere is my precious heir at law 
coming to break up the confederacy. I'll ride over 
and see you to-morrow; — ^now, let us all be mute 
before Marmadnke^ our master politician^ as becomes 
us — Hey ! Vivian ? Hey ?" 

Notwithstanding this sort of jealousy of Marma- 
duke^ and the bravadoing style in which lord Glis- 
tonbury spoke of him, he spoke to him in a very 
different manner : it was apparent to Vivian that his 
lordship was under some awe of his nephew, and 
that, whilst he cherished this secret dislike, he dreaded 
coming to any open rupture with a man who was, as 
his lordship apprehended, so well able ^ to make his 
own party good in the world. When Marmaduke 
did emerge from that depth of thought in which he 
generally seemed to be sunk, and when he did con- 
descend to converse, or rather to speak, his theme 
was always of persons in power, or his sarcasms 
s^inst those who never would obtain it; from any 
one thing he asserted, it could never be proved, but, 
from all he said, it might be inferred, that he valued 
human qualities and talents merely as they could, or 
could not, obtain a price in the political market. The 
power of speaking in public, as it is a means in 
England of acquiring all other species of power, he 
deemed the first of Heaven's gifts ; and successful 
parliamentary speakers were the only persons of whom 
he expressed admiration. As Vivian had spoken, and 
had been listened to in the house of commons, he 
was in this respect an object of Marmaduke Lid- 
hurst's envy ; but this envy was mitigated by con- 
tempt for our hero's want of perseverance in am- 
bition. 

'^ There is that Mr. Vivian of yours," said he to 
his uncle, whilst Vivian was gone to XaOs. Xa ^<i 
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ladies — " you'll find he will be but a woman's man, 
after all! — ^Heavens! with his fluency in puWc^ 
what I would have done by this time of day ! This 
poor fellow has no consistency of ambition— no great 
idews — ^no reach of mind. Put him in for a borough, 
aiid he would be just as well content as if he carried 
the oounty. You'll see he will, after another session 
or two, cut out, and retire without a pension, and 
settle down into a mere honest country gentleman. 
He would be no connexion to increase the consequence 
of your family. Lady Sarah Lidhurst would be 
quite lost with such a nobody ! Her ladyship, I am 
convinced, has too much discrimination, and values 
herself too highly, to make such a missi/ match." 

Lord Glistonbury coughed, and cleared his throat, 
and blew his nose, and seemed to suffer extremely, 
but chiefly under the repression of his usual lo- 
quacity. Nothing could be at once a greater proof 
of his respect for his nephew's abilities, and of his 
lordship's dislike to him, than this unnatural silence. 
Mr. Lidhurst's compliments on lady Sarah's discri- 
mination seemed, however, to be premature, and un- 
merited; for, during the course of this day, she 
treated all the vast efforts of her cousin Marmaduke's 
gallantry with haughty neglect, and showed, what 
she had never before suffered to be visible in her 
manner, a marked preference for Mr* Vivian's con- 
versation. The sort of emulation which Mr. Lid- 
hurst's rivalship produced increased the value of the 
object; she, for whom there was a contention, im- 
mediately became a prize. Vivian was both provoked 
and amused by the alternate contempt and jealousy 
which Mr. Lidhurst betrayed ; this gentleman's de- 
sire to keep him out of the Glistonbury family, and 
to supplant him in lady Sarah's favour, piqued him 
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to prore his ihfiu^ice^ imd determined him to main- 
'tain his ground. Insensibly, Vivian's attentions to 
the lady became more vivaci(m8 ; and he was vain of 
sAiotriiig ^le ease^ taste^ and elegance of his gallantry ; 
and he was flattered by the idea^ that all the spec* 
tators perceived both its superiority and its success. 
Lady Sarah, whose manners had much improved since 
the departure of miss Strictland, was so much em« 
bellished by our hero's attentions, that he thought 
her quite charming. He had been prepared to ex- 
pect fire under the ice, but he was agreeably sur- 
prised by this sudden spring of flowers from beneath 
the snow. The carriage was at the door in the 
evening, and had waited half an hour, before he waft 
aware that it was time to depart. 

'* You are right, my dear son !" lady Mary began, 
die moment they were seated in the carriage ; " you 
are quite right, and I was quite wrong, about lady 
Sarah Lidhurst: she has feeling, indeed — strong, 
generous feeling — and she shows it at the proper 
tune : a fine, decided character ! Her manners, to- 
day, so easy, and her countenance so animated, really 
she looked quite handsome, and I think her a charm- 
ing woman. — ^What changes love can make ! — Well, 
now I am satisfied-: this is what I always wished-^^ 
connexion, family, fortune, every thing — and thie 
very sort of character you require in a wife ; the veiy 
person, of all others, that is suited to you." 

'' If she were but a little more like her sister-— or 
Selina Sidney even .'" said Vivian, with a sigh. 

" That very word even — your saying like Selina 
Sidney even — shows that you have not much cause 
for sighing : fcMT you see how quickly the mere fancy 
in these matters changes — and you may love lady 
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Sarah presently > as much as you loved eveti lady 
JuHa." 

^' Impossihle ! ma'am." 

^' Impossihle ! Why ! my dear Charles^ you astonish 
me ! for you cannot but see the views and expecta- . 
tions of all the family^ and of the young lady herself; 
and your attentions to-day were such as could bear 
but one construction." 

" Were they, ma'am ? — I was not aware of that at 
the time — that is, I did not mean to engage myself—^ 
Good Heavens! surely I am not engaged ?-~You 
know a man is not bound, like a woman, by a few 
foolish words; compliments and gallantry are not 
such serious things with us men. Men never con- 
sider themselves engaged to a woman till they make 
an absolute proposal." 

'^ I know that is a oonmion maxim with young 
men of the present day, but I consider it as dis- 
honourable and base ; and very sorry should I be to 
see it adopted by my son !" cried lady Mary, indig- 
nantly. '^ Ask your friend Mr. Russell's opinion on 
this point : he long ago told you — I know he did — 
that if you had not serious thoughts of lady Sarah 
Lidhurst, you would do very wrong, after all the re- 
ports that have gone abroad, to continue your in- 
timacy with the Glistonburies, and thus to deceive 
her and her whole family — I only appeal to Mr. Rus- 
sell ; — ^will you ask your friend Russell's opinion ?" 

Vivian sighed again deeply for the loss of his 
friend Russell ; but as he could not, without touch- 
ing upon lady Julia's affairs, explain the cause of the 
coolness between him and his friend, he answered 
only, '^ that an appeal to Mr. Russell was unneces- 
sary when he had his mother's opinion." Lady Mary's 
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wish for the Glistonbiuy connexion fortified her mo- 
rality at this moment^ and she replied : " Then my 
decided opinion is^ that it would be an immoral and 
dishonourable action to break such a tacit engage- 
ment as this^ which you have voluntarily contracted^ 
and which you absolutely could not break without 
destroying the peace and happiness of a whole family. 
Even that cold lady Glistonbury grew quite warm 
to-day ; and you must see the cause. — And in lady 
Glistonbury's state of healthy who could answer for 
the consequences of any disappointment about her 
favourite daughter^ just after the loss of her son 
too!" 

'* No more, mother, for Heaven's sake ! I see it 
all — I feel it all — I must marry lady Sarah, then. 
By what fatality am I doomed, am I forced, to marry 
a. woman whom I cannot love, whose person and man- 
ners are pec^arly disagreeable to me, and when I'm 
half in love with another woman V* 

" That would be a shocking thing indeed," said 
lady Mary, retracting, and alarmed ; for now another 
train of associations were wakened, and she judged 
not by her worldly but by her romantic system. — ^* I 
am sure I would not, upon any account, urge you to 
act against your feelings. I would not be responsible 
for such a marriage, if you are really in love with hCT 
sister, and if lady Sarah's person and manners are 
peculiarly and absolutely disagreeable to you. I 
should do a very wicked action — should destroy my 
scm's happiness and morals, perhaps, by insisting on 
such a marriage — Heaven forbid !" (A silence of a 
mile and a half long ensued.) " But, Charles, after 
all I saw to-day, how can I believe that lady Sarah is 
MO disagreeable to you }" 
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** Ma'am^ she happened not to be absolutely dk- 
•agreeable to me to-day." 

'^ Oh ! well 1 then she may not haj^n to be dis- 
agreeable to you to-mcNTow^ or the next day^ <Nr 
ever again! — And^ as to the fancy for her sister^ 
when all hope is over^ yoa know love soon dies of 
itself." 

'' May be so ; but it is not dead yet, ma'am. r- 

J am afraid ^And yet I wish it was— ^for it can 

only be a torment to me — and I am as well convinced 
as you are, that it would be better itx me to marry 
lady Sarah — she is certainly very estimable, and cdl 
that; and I am very grateful for her preference. 
And now she is such a great heiress, she oartainly 
shows generosity and constancy in abiding by thk 
preference ; — as you say, she has a noble mind : and 
such a woman ought not to be thrown away up<»i 
that Marmaduke Lidhurst, who only lo(^ upon her 
as a means of gratifying his ambi^n ; and who, I am 
sure, would make her very unhappy. His cold pride 
is insupportable to me ; he thinks he can make the 
whole funily cast me off to please him. Perhaps he 
may find himself mistaken. Lord Glistantoy would 

{refer me for a son-^in-law. But you know, after all, 
can propose ibr lady Sarah at any time — there's no 
yjimediate hurry> ma'am." 

Sq ended the conversatiwi. The next morning, 

at an unusual hour, Iwd Glistonbury made his ^ 
pearance at Castle Vivi^u), with an cor <^ great vexa- 
tion and embarrassment : he endeayouved to speak of 
trivial topics; but, p^ after another, these subjei^ts 
popped. Then lady Mary, who saw that be was 
anxious tp speak to her son, socm todc oceasion to 
withdraw, not without feeling some eurieuty, and 
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formiBg many eonjeotures^ as to the object his lord- 
ship might have in view in this conference. 

Lord Olistonhnry's countenance exhibited^ in quick 
alternation^ a look of absolute determination and of 
utter indecisioB. At lengthy with abrupt effort^ he 
said, " Vivian, have you seen the papers to-day ?" 

'* The newspapers ? — yes ! — no !-:^They are on the 
table — I did not look at them — Is there any thing 
extraordinary ?" 

'* Yes, faith !— extraordinary, very extraordinary ! 
*-But it is not here— it is not there — this is not Uie 
right paper — it is not in your paper. That's ex- 
traordinary, too" — (then feeling in both pockets) — 
*' I was a fool not to bring it with me — May be I 

have it — Yes, here it is ! Not public news, but 

private." 

Vivian was all expectation, for he imagined that 
something about lady Julia was coming. Lord Glis- 
tonbury, who, in his commerce with public men, had 
learned the art of paying in words, to gain time, 
when in danger of a bankruptcy of ideas, went on, 
stringing sentences together, without much meaning, 
whilst he was collecting his thoughts and studying 
the countenance of his auditor. 

*' You recollect my suggestions the last time I had 
the honour of speaking to you (m a particular sub- 
ject. I confess, Mr. Lidhurst*s conduct does not 
meet my ideas of propriety ; but other persons are 
free to frarm what judgment they think fit upon the 
occasion. I shall submit the matter to you, Mr. Vi- 
vian, feeling myself called upon to come forward im- 
mediately to explain it to your satisfaction ; and I do 
not fear to commit myself, by stating at once my 
sentiments, and the light in which it strikes me; 
for there must be some decision showtL) ««i&s^<»^ ^si 
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other^ and on some side or other. Decision is all 

in all in public business^ as the great Bacon or some- 
body says — and nobody knows that better than Mar- 
maduke." 

Here his lordship grew warm^ and quitting his 
parliamentary cant^ assumed his familiar style. ^ 

'^ Gad ! he has stolen a march upon us-^out- 
generaled us — but, in my private opinion, not in 
the handsomest style possible — Hey, Vivian? — 
Hey.>" 

'^ My dear lord, I have not heard the feet yet," 
said Vivian. 

'^ Oh ! the feet is simply — Look here, he has, 
without my encouragement or concurrence — and, in- 
deed, as he very well knew, contrary to my approba- 
tion and wishes — gone, and declared himself candi- 
date for this county ; and here's his fine, flourishing, 
patriotic, damned advertisement in the paper — ^ To 
the gentlemen, clergy, and freeholders of the county' 

Gad I how it startled me this mcuning. When 

I first saw it, I rubbed my eyes, and could hardly be- 
lieve it was Marmaduke. Though I pique myself on 
knowing a man's style at the first line, yet I could 
not have believed it was his, unless I had seen his 
name at full length in these great abominable cha- 
racters — 'John Marmaduke Lidhurst.' — ' Glistonbury 
Castle !\too — as if I had countenanced the thing, or 
had promised my support ; when he knew, that but 
yesterday I was arguing the point with him in my 
study, and told him I was engaged to you. Such an 
ungentlemanlike trick ! — for you know it reduces me 
to the dilemma of supporting a man who is only my 
friend, against my nearest relation by blood, which, 
of course, would have an odd and awkward appearance 
in the eyes of the world !" 
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Vivian expressed much concern for his lordship's 
difficulties; but observed that the world would be 
very unjust if it blamed him, and he was sure his 
lordship had too much decision of character. 

'^ But, independently of the world," interrupted 
his lordship, " even in our own family, amongst all 
the Lidhursts and their remotest connexions^ there 
would be quite a league formed against me; and 
these &mily quarrels are ugly affairs; for though our 
feudal times are done away, party clanships have suc- 
ceeded to feudal clanships ; and we chiefs of parties 
must keep our followers in good-humour, or we are 
nothing in thejield — I should say in the house — Ha ! 
ha! ha! 1 laugh, but it is a very serious busi- 
ness ; for Marmaduke Lidhurst would be, in private 
ot public, an impracticable enemy. Marmaduke's a 
fellow capable of inextinguishable hatred ; and he is 
every where, and knows every body, of all the clubs, 
a rising young man, who is listened to, and who 
would make his story credited. And then, with 
one's nephew, one can't settle these things in an Ao« 
nourable way — these family quarrels must be ar- 
ranged amicably, not honourably ; and that's the dif- 
ficulty : the laws of honour are dead letters in these 
cases, and the laws of the land do not reach these 

niceties of feeling. But of the most important fact 

you are still to be apprised." 

" Indeed !" cried Vivian. 

" Yes, you have not yet heard Marmaduke's 
master-stroke of policy !" 

'^ No ! — What is it, my lord? — I am all attention 
—pray explain it to me." 

" But there's the delicacy — there's the difficulty ! 
— No, no, no. — Upon my soul, I cannot name it !" 
cried lord Glistonbury. " It revolts my feeling — oil 



234 TALES OP FASHIONABLE LIFE. 



my feelings — as a man^ as k gentleman^ as a &tlier. 
Upon my honour^ as a peer, I would ^ak if I could ; 
but, for the soul of me, I cannot" 

'' You know, my dear lord," said Vivian, " there 
can be no delicacies or difficulties with me; your 
lordship has done me the honour to live always on 
such a footing of intimacy with me, that surely there 
is not any thing you cannot say to me !" 

" Why, that's true," said lord Glistonbury, quitting 
his affected air of distress, and endeavouring to throw 
off his real feeling of embarrassment : '^ you are right, 
my dear Vivian ! we are certainly upon terms of such 
intimacy, that I ought not to be so scrupulous. But 
there are certain things, a well-bom, well-bred inan^ — 
in short, it would look so like — But, in fact, I am 
driven to the wall, and I must defend myself as well 
as I can against this nephew of mine — I know it will 
look like the most horrible thing upon earth, like 
what I would rather be decapitated than do — I know 
it will look, absolutely, as if I came here to ask you 
to marry my daughter — which, you know, is a thing 
no gentleman could have the most remotely in his 
contemplation; but, since I am so pressed, I must 
tell you the exact truth, and explain to you, however 
difficult, Marmaduke's master-stroke ^he has pro- 
posed for lady Sarah ; and has had the assurance to 
ask me whether there is or is not any truth in cer- 
tain reports which he is pleased to affirm have gone 

abroad — Heaven knows how or why! And he 

urges me — ^the deep dog ! for his cousin's sake, to 
contradict those reports, in the only effectual manner, 
by a temporary cessation of the intimate intercourse 
between Castle Vivian and Glistonbury Castle, whOst 
lady Sarah remcdns unmarried ; or, if our master po- 
litician would speak plainly, till he has noarried her 
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himself. At any rate, I have spoken frankly, 

Vivian, hey ? you'll allow; and I am entitled both to 
a candid interpretation of my motives, and to equal 
frankness of reply." 

Whilst his lordship had been speaking, palsy, com- 
passion, gratitude, vanity, rivalship, honour, lady 
Mary Vivian's conversation, lady Julia's letter, then 
again the connexion, the earldom in future, the pre- 
sent triumph or disappointment about the eleotion', 
the insolent intrusion of Mr. Lidhurst, the cruelty of 
abandoning a lady who was in love with him, the 
dishonour, the impossibility of receding after certain 
reports ; all these ideas, in rapid succession, pressed 
on Vivian's mind: and his decision was in conse- 
quence of the feelings and of the embarrassment of 
the moment. His reply to lord Glistonbury was a 
proposal for lady Sarah, followed by as many gallant 
protestations as his presence of mind could furnish. 
He did not very well know what he said, nor did 
lord Glistonbury scrupulously examine whether he 
had the air and accent of a true lover, nor did his 
lordship inquire what had become of Vivian's late 
love for lady Julia ; but, quite content that the ob- 
ject should be altered, the desire the same, he relieved 
Vivian by exclaiming, '* Come, come, all this sort of 
thing lady Sarah herself must hear ; and I've a no- 
tion—but I can keep a secret. You'll return with 
me directly to Glistonbury. — Lady Glistonbury will 
be delighted to see you ; and I shsdl be delighted to 
see Marmaduke's face, when I tell him you have 
actually proposed for Sarah — for now I must tell you 
all. Our politician calculated upon the probability 
that you would not decide, you see, to make a pro- 
posal at once, that would justify me to the world in 
supporting my son-in-law against my iie^V\^>N . K%. 
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to the choice of the son>in-law^ Sarah settles that 
part of the business herself, you know; for^ when 
two proposals are made^ both almost equally advan- 
tageous^ in the common acceptation of the word^ I 
am too good a father not to leave the decision to my 
daughter. So you see we understand one another 
perfectly^ and will make Marmaduke^ too^ understand 
us perfectly, contrary to his calculations, hey, hey? 
-—Mr. Politician, your advertisement must be with- 
drawn, I opine, in the next paper — ^hey, Vivian ? my 
dear Vivian !" 

With similar loquacity, lord Glistonbury continued, 
in the fulness of his heart, all the way they went 
together to Glistonbury Castle ; which was agreeable 
to Vivian, at least by saving him from all necessity 
of speaking. 

' " So !" said Vivian to himself, " the die is cast, 
and I have actually proposed for lady Sarah Lid- 
hurst! — ^Who would have expected this two years 
ago ! — I would not have believed it, if it had been 
foretold to me even two months ago. But it is a very 
— a very suitable match, and it will please the friends 
of both parties ; and lady Sarah is certainly very 
estimable, and capable of very strong attachment; 
and I like her, that is, I liked her yesterday very 
much — I really like her." 

Upon those mixed motives, between convenience 
and affection, from which. Dr. Johnson says, most 
people marry, our hero commenced his courtship of 
the lady Sarah Lidhurst. As the minds of both par- 
ties on the subject are pretty well known to our 
readers, it would be cruel to fatigue them with a pro- 
tracted description of the formalities of courtship. It 
is sufficient to say, that my lord Glistonbury had the 
satisfaction of seeing his nephew disappointed ; thut 
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poor lady Glistonbury had not another stroke of the 
palsy from joy; and that the marriage of Charles 
Vivian, esq., to the lady Sarah Lidhurst, was so- 
lemnized with much pomp and magnificence, and 
with every demonstration of joy. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



''And the marriage was solemnized with much 
pomp and magnificence, and every demonstration of 
joy. 

Novelists and novel readers are usually satisfied 
when they arrive at this happy catastrophe ; their in- 
terest and curiosity seldom go any farther : but, in 
real life, marriage is but the beginning of domestic 
happiness or misery. 

Soon after the celebration of Vivian's nuptials, an, . 
event happened which interrupted all the festivities 
at Glistonbury, and which changed the bridal pomp , 
to mourning. Lady Glistonbury, who had been much . 
fatigued by the multitude of wedding visits she was 
obliged to receive and return, had another stroke of 
the palsy, which, in a few hours, terminated fatally. 
Thus, the very event which Vivian h^ dreaded, as 
the probable consequence of his refusal to marry her 
daughter, was, in fiact, accelerated by the full accom- 
plishment of her wishes. After the loss of her mo- 
ther, lady Sarah Vivian's whole soul seemed to be en- 
grossed by fondness for her husband. In public, and 
to all eyes but Vivian's, her ladyship seemed much 
the same person as formerly: but, in private, the 
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affection she expressed for him was so greats that he 
frequently ask^ himself whether this eould be the 
same woman^ who^ to the rest of the worlds and in 
erery other part of her life^ appeared so cold and in* 
animate. On a very few occasions her character^ be- 
fore her marriage^ had^ '^ when much enforced, given 
out a hasty spark, and straight was cold again ;" but 
now she permitted the steady flame to burn without 
restraint. Duty and passion had now the same ob* 
ject. Before marrilBge, her attachment had been sup- 
pressed, even at the hazard of her life ; she had no 
idea that the private deuMmstrations of unbounded 
love from a married w(«nan to her husband could be 
either blamable or dangerous : she believed it to be 
her duty to love her husband as much as she possibly 
could. — ^Was not he her husband ?-*-In fact, she knew 
less of the prudence necessary in the management of 
the passion of love than any girl of seventeen, accus- 
tomed to read novels, and to hear the subject talked 
(^ could readily believe to be possible. She had been 
taught that she should neither read, speak, nor think 
< of love ; and she had been so far too much restricted 
on this subject, that, absolutely ignorant and uncon- 
scious even of her danger, she now pursued her own 
course without diart or compass. Her injudicious 
tenderness soon imposed such restraint upon her hus- 
band, as scarcely any lover, much less any husband, 
could have patiently endured. She would hardly ever 
suffer him to leave her. Whenever he went out of the 
house, she exacted from him a promise that he would 
be back again at a certain hour ; and if he was even 
a few minutes, later than his appointment, he had to 
sustain her fond reproaches. Even though 'he stayed 
at home all day, she was uneasy if he quitted the 
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room where she sat ; and he^ who by thk time under* 
stood; through all her exterior calmness^ the symptoms 
of her internal agitation^ saw by her countenance that 
she was wretched if he seemed interested in the con- 
versation of any other person^ especially of any other 
woman. 

One day when Vivian, after spending the morning 
tete-dr-tete with lady Sarah^ signified to her his inten- 
tion of dining abroad^ she repeated her fond request 
that he would be sure to come home early, and that 
he would -tell her at what o'clock exactly she might 
expect to see him again. He named an hour at ha- 
zard; to free himself from her importunate anxiety; 
but he could not help saying, '^ Pshaw \" as he ran 
down stairs; an exclamation which fortunately reached 
only the ears of a groom^ who was thinking of no- 
thing but the tops of his own boots. Vivian happened 
to meet some agreeable people where he dined : he 
was much pressed to stay to supper ; he yielded to 
entreaty^ but he had the good-natured attention to 
send home his servant, to beg that lady Sarah and his 
mother would not sit up for him. When he returned^ 
he found all the family in bed except lady Sarah, who 
was sitting up waiting for him^ with her watch in her 
hand. The moment he appeared^ she assailed him 
with tender reproaches^ to which he answered^ " But 
why would you sit up^ when I begged you would not, 
my dear lady Sarah ?*' 

She replied by a continuity of fond reproach ; and 
among other things she said, but without believing.it 
to be true, '' Ah ! I am sure you would have been 
happier if you had married my sister Julia, or that 
miss Sidney!" 

Vivian sighed deeply; but the next instant, con- 
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seious that he had sighed, and afraid of giving his 
wife pain, he endeavoured to turn the course of her 
thoughts to some other subject. In vain. Poor lady 
Sarah said no more, but felt this exquisitely, and with 
permanent anguish. Thus her imprudence reverted 
upon herself, and she suffered in proportion to her 
pride and to her fondness. By such slight circum- 
stances is the human heart alienated from love. 
Struggling to be free, the restive little deity ruffles 
and impairs his plumage, and seldom recovers a dis- 
position to tranquillity. Vivian's good-nature had in- 
duced him for some time to submit to restraint ; but 
if^ instead of weakly yielding to the fond importunity 
of his wife — if, instead of tolerating the insipidity of 
her conversation and the narrowness of her views, he 
had with real energy employed her capacity upon 
suitable objects, he might have made her attachment 
the solace of his life. Whoever possesses the heart of 
a woman, who has common powers of intellect, may 
improve her understanding in twelve months more 
than could all the masters, and lectures, and courses 
of philosophy, and abridgments, and documenting in 
the universe. But Vivian had not sufficient resolu- 
tion for such an undertaking: he thought only of 
avoiding to give or to feel present pain; and the con- 
sequences were, that the evils he dreaded every day 
increased. 

Vivian's mother saw the progress of conjugal dis- 
content with anguish and remorse. 

^^ Alas !" said she to herself, '' I was much to blame 
for pressing this match. My son told me he could 
never love lady Sarah Lidhurst. It would have been 
better far to have broken off a marriage at the church- 
door than to have forced the completion of such an 
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ill-assorted union. My poor son married chiefly from 
a principle of honour ; his duty and respect for my 
opinion had also great weight in his decision ; and I 
have sacrificed his happiness to my desire that he 
should make what the world calls a splendid alliance. 
I am the cause of all his misery; and Heaven only 
knows where all this will end !" 

In her paroxysm of self-reproach^ and her eagerness 
to set things to rights between her daughter-in-law 
and her son^ she only made matters worse. She spoke 
with all the warmth and frankness of her own cha- 
racter to lady Sarah^ beseeching her to speak with 
equal openness^ and to explain the cause of the altera^ 
turn in Vivian. 

" I do not know what you mean^ madam, by altera- 
tion in Mr. Vivian !" 

'' Is not there some disagreement between you, my 
dear?" 

" There is no disagreement whatever, madam, as 
far as I know, between Mr. Vivian and me — =we agree 
perfectly," said lady Sarah. 

^^Well, the misunderstanding r 

'' I do not know of any misunderstanding, madam^ 
Mr. Vivian and I understand one another per- 
fectly." 

'' The coolness, then — ^Oh ! what word shall I use ! 
— Surely, my dear lady Sarah, there is some cooU 
ness — something wrong ?" 

" I am sure^ madam, I do not complain of any 
coolness on Mr. Vivian's part. Am I to understand 
that he complains to your ladyship of any thing wrong 
on mine } If he does, I shall think it my duty, when 
he points out the particulars, to make any alteration 
he may desire in my conduct and manners.' 

VOL. IX. '^ 
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*' Complain ! — My son! — He makes no complaints, 
my dear. You misunderstand me. My son does not 
complain that any thing is wrong on your part." 

" Then^ madam^ if no complaints are made on 
either side^ all is as it should be^ I presume^ at pre- 
sent ; and if in future I should fail in any point of 
duty^ I shall hold myself obliged to your ladyship if 
you will then act as my monitor." 

Hopeless of penetrating lady Sarah's sevenfold 
fence of pride^ the mother flew to her son^ to try what 
could be done with his open and generous mind. He 
expressed a most earnest and sincere wish to make his 
wife happy. Conscious that he had given her ex- 
quisite pain^ he endeavoured to make atonement by 
the sacrifices which he thought would be most grate- 
ful to her. He refrained often from company and 
conversation that was agreeable to him^ and would 
resign himself for hours to her society. It was for- 
tunate for lady Julia Lidhurst that^ by continuing with 
her good uncle the bishop^ she did not see the conse- 
quences of the union which she had so strenuously 
advised. The advice of friends is often highly useful 
Jo prevent an imprudent mfitch ; but it seldom hap- 
pens that marriages turn out happily which have been 
made from the opinion of others rather than from the 
judgment and inclinations of the parties concerned ; 
for, let the general reasons on which the advice is 
grounded be ever so sensible^ it is scarcely possible 
that the adviser can take in all the little circumstances 
of taste and temper, upon which so much of the hap- 
piness or misery of domestic life depends. Besides, 
people are much more apt to repent of having been 
guided by the judgment of another than of having 
followed their own ; and this is most likely to be the 
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case with the weakest minds. Strong minds can de- 
cide for themselves, not by the opinions but by the 
reasons that are laid before them: weak minds are 
inflnenced merely by opinions ; and never, either be- 
fore or after their decision, are firm in abiding by the 
preponderating reasons. However ingenious or just 
the arguments which lady Julia had urged, to prove 
that her sister's firmness of character would compen- 
sate for the unsteadiness of Vivian's — that two people, 
likely to be mutually serviceable, must therefore be- 
come mutually fond of each other — yet there were 
many considerations which had escaped her foresight, 
and which prevented the accomplishment of her pre- 
dictions. Even where she had been right, in some 
respects, in her knowledge of character, she was wrong 
in the conclusions that she drew from them: for, 
though she had foretold that her sister Sarah would 
love with a warmth little to be expected from her 
general manners; yet lady Julia was mistaken in 
imagining that this fondness would necessarily be 
agreeable to Vivian, nor could she foresee that it 
would be so imprudently managed. 

No letters, no intelligence from home, except a 
malicious hint now and then from her cousin Marma- 
duke, which she did not credit, gave her reason to 
suspect that the pair whom she had contributed to 
unite were not perfectly happy. So lady Julia exulted 
in the success of her past counsels, and indulged her 
generous romantic disposition in schemes for forward- 
ing a union between Russell and Selina, determining 
to divide her fortune amongst the children of her 
friends. She concluded one of her letters to lady 
Sarah Vivian about this time with these word§ : — 

" Could I but see one other person, whom I must 
not name, rewarded for his viituea, «o& ^ovjl ^x^^\s^ 
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happy love^ I should die content^ and would write on 
my tomb : — 

' Je ne f&s point heureux, mais j'ai fait leur bonheur*.* '* 

Far removed from all romance and all generosity of 
sentiment^ lord Glistonbury^ in the mean time^ went 
on very comfortably, without observing any thing that 
passed in his feunily. Whatever uneasiness obtruded 
upon his attention he attributed to one cause, anxiety 

• From some lines of Delille*s, on Rousseau, concluding with 
the followihg :— 

" Malheureux ! le trepas est done ton seule asile ! 
Ah ! dans la tombe, au moins, repose enfin tranquille ! 
Ce beau lac, ces flots purs, ces fleurs, ces gazons frais, 
Ces pales peupliers, tout t'invite a la paix. 
Respire, done, enfin, de tes tristes chimeres. 
Vols accourir vers toi les epoux, et las meres. 
Contemple les amans, qui viennent chaque jour, 
Verser sur ton tomboiu les Uurmes de Tamour ! 
Vois ce groupe d^en&ns, se jouant sous Tombrage, 
Qui de leur liberty viennent te rendre hommage ; 
£t dis, en contemplant ce spectacle enchanteur, 
Je nef us point heureux^ mais fai fait leur bonheur J** 

Ill-fated mortal ! doomed, alas ! to find 
The grave sole refuge from thy restless mind. 
This turf, these flowers, this lake, this silent wave, 
These poplars pale, that murmur o^er your grave, 
Invite repose. — Enjoy the tranquil shore, 
Where vain chimeras shall torment no more. 
See to thy tomb the wife and mother fly. 
And pour their sorrows where thy ashes lie ! 
Here the fond youth, and here the blushing maid, 
Whisper their loves to thy congenial shade ; 
And grateful children smiling through their tears. 
Bless the loved champion of their youthful years ; 
Then cry, triumphant, from thy honoured grave— 
Joyless I lived, but Joy to others gave. C. S. £. 
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relative to the question on wHich His present thoughts 
were exclusively fixed^ viz. whether lady Sarah's first 
child would be a boy or a girl. '^ Heaven grant a 
boy !" said his lordship ; ^' for then^ you know^ there's 
an end of Marmaduke as heir at law !" Whenever 
his lordship saw a doud on the brows of lady Maiy^ 
of lady Sarahs or of Vivian^ he had one infallible 
charm for dispelling melancholy; — he stepped up 
close to the patient^ and whispered^ ^^ It will be a 
boy ! — ^My life upon it, it will be a boy !" Some- 
times it happened that this universal remedy, applied 
at random, made the patient start or smile ; and then 
his lordship never fEtiled to add, with a nod of great 
sagacity, " Ah ! you didn't know I knew what you 
were thinking of ! — Well ! well ! you'll see we shall 
cut out Marmaduke yet." 

With this hope of cutting out Marmaduke, lord 
Glistonbury went on very happily, and every day 
grew fonder of the son-in-law, who was the enemy of 
his heir at law, or whom he considered as such. The 
easiness of Vivian's temper was peculiarly agreeable 
to his lordship, who enjoyed the daily pleasure of 
governing a man of talents which were far superior 
to his own. This easiness of temper in our hero was 
much increased by the want of motive and stimulus. 
He thought that he had now lost his chance of hap- 
piness; he cared little for the more or less pain of 
each succeeding day; and so passive was his listless- 
ness, that to a superficial observer, like lord Gliston- 
bury, it looked like the good-nature of perfect con- 
tent. His lordship had always been in the habit of 
indulging in what are called convivial pleasures ; and 
as he had long since found out, even at the first 
election in which he assisted our hero, that Vivian 
could be a good companion^ he did uoit i^^ xl^^ ^^ 
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: press him frequently into the service. Vivian, in the 
artificial spirits raised hy wine, found some temporary 
relief to his unhappiness, and indulged more and more 
in a vice which he had formerly detested, and to 
which he had never been naturally disposed. The 
remonstrances of his mother and his wife were un- 
availing. He reproached himself, he felt his d^rada- 
tion ; but his own reproaches were too feeble, and he 
had lost that friend whose eloquence used to animate 
him to exertion, and to inspire him with confidence. 
— Poor Vivian ! — In this wreck of his happiness, one 
saving chance, however, yet remained. He had still 
a public character; he was conscious of having pre- 
served unblemished integrity as a member of the 
senate; and this integrity, still more than his ora- 
torical talents, raised him far above most of his com- 
petitors, and preserved him not only in the opinion 
of others, but in his own. When parliament met, he 
went to town, took a very handsome house for lady 
Sarah, determining to do all he could to oblige and 
please the wife whom he could not love. Lady Satrah 
had complete power, at home and abroad, of her time 
and her expenses: her dress, her equipages, her ser- 
vants, her whole establishment, were above Vivian's 
fortune, and equal to her ladyship's birth and rank. 
She was mistress of every thing but of his heart. The 
less he liked her, the more he endeavoured to com- 
pensate for this involuntary fault, by allowing her 
that absolute dominion, and that external splendour, 
which he thought would gratify, and perhaps fill her 
mind. As for himself, he took refuge in the house of 
commons. There he forgot for a time domestic un- 
easiness, and was truly animated by what so many 
affect — zeal for the good of his country. He was 
j)roud to recollect, that the prc^igate Wharton had 



VIVIAN. 247 

failed in the attempt to laugh him out of his puHic 
virtue; he was proud that Wharton's prophecies of 
his apostasy had never been accomplished ; that^ as a 
public character at leasts he had fulfilled the promise 
of his early youths and was still worthy of himself^ 
and of that friend whom he had lost. He clung to 
this idea^ as to the only hope left him in life. Lord 
Glistonbury could not in the least understand or enter 
into his notions about public virtue; looked upon 
them all as mere remains of school themes and college 
reading, of which he wondered that Vivian had not 
got rid by this time^ and of which he was persuaded 
that a little more knowledge of the world would soon 
obliterate every trace. His lordship^ however, was 
rather pleased by this patriotism in his son-in-law, 
not only because it gave him a sense of his own su« 
periority over t\m fresh man of a senator, but because 
it also forwarded his political views. Patriotism was 
to be his cry, his watchword, as one of the leaders of 
opposition ; and any one who could even act the cha- 
racter of a patriot plausibly was of value to his party; 
how much more valuable, then, the honest orator, 
who, being really in earnest, could surpass the mere 
political actor in the power of touching and governing 
the public mind! Lord Glistonbury one day re- 
marked, in comparing Vivian's speaking and Marma- 
duke Lidhurst's, " They both seem to speak equally 
well — equally good argument — equally good lan- 
guage; but there is a raciness in my son-in-law's 
eloquence, which there is not in my nephew's — they 
make a very different impression on the house ; and 
I really do not well know why, except that Vivian is 
quite in earnest, and that Lidhurst is considered only 
as — as — as one of us." 

Mr. Marmaduke Lidhurst novf 9A\.^^ ^<!sc^ ^^s^ 
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his uncle, and joined his party in politics, upon con- 
dition that his lordship should, on the first occasion, 
procure for him a certain lucrative office, on which his 
mind was fixed. In this hope he gave up, or affected 
to relinquish, all view to his uncle's estate ! he often 
•said he hoped lady Sarah's child would be a boy, and 
he should not envy Vivian his good fortune ; but, in 
spite of his dissimulation, he never could conquer his 
uacle's jealousy, nor Vivian's dislike to the cold selfish- 
ness and political craft of his character. Vivian, how- 
ever, saw and estimated his abilities ; and the sort of 
rivalship of talents which arose between them was ad- 
vantageous, as it stimulated our hero to exertion. 

One night, in a debate in the house of commons, 
on some question of importance, he made an excellent 
speech, which was particularly well received by the 
house, because it came from one who had an un- 
blemished character. When Vivian went into the 
coffee-room to refresh himself, after he had done 
speaking, several of his acquaintance crowded round 
him, complimenting him upon his success — he brc^ce 
from them all! for he saw, advancing towards him 
with a smile of approbation, the friend on whose ap- 
probation he set a higher value than he did even on 
the applauses of the house — the friend whose lost 
affection he had so long and so bitterly regretted. 
Russell stretched out his hand — Vivian eagerly seized 
it ; and, before they had either of them spoken one 
word, they both understood each other perfectly, and 
their reconciliation was completely effected. 

^' Yes," said Russell, as they walked out arm in 
arm together, ^' yes, it is fit that I should forget all 
private resentment, in the pride and pleasure I feel, 
not merely in your public success, but in your public 
virtue. Talents, even the rare talent of oratory, you 
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know, I hold cheap in comparisoYi with that which is 
so far more rare, as well as more valuable — apolitical 
integrity. The abhorrence and contempt of political 
profligacy, which you have just expressed, as a mem- 
ber of the senate, and the consistent conduct by 
which you have supported your principles, are worthy 
of you ; and, allow me to say, of your education." 

Vivian felt exalted in his own opinion by such 
praise, and by these the warmest expressions he had 
ever received of Russell's regard. He forgot even his 
domestic uneasiness ; and this day, the first for many 
months he had spent happily, he passed with his 
firiend. They supped together, and related mutually 
all that happened since their parting. Russell told 
Vivian that he had lately been agreeably surprised 
by the gift of a valuable living from the bishop of 
******, lady Julia Lidhurst's unde ; that the bishop, 
whom he had tUl then never seen, had written to him 
in the handsomest manner, saying, that he knew the 
•obligations his family owed to Mr. Russell ; that it 
had been the dying request of his nephew, lord Lid- 
hurst, that some token of the family esteem and gra- 
titude should be offered to him, to whom they owed 
so much ; but the bishop added, that neither family 
gratitude nor private friendship could have induced 
him to bestow church preferments upon any but the 
person whose character best entitled him to such a 
distinction and such a trust. 

This letter, as Vivian observed, was well cal- 
culated to satisfy Russell's conscience and his de- 
licacy. The conversation next turned upon lady Julia 
Lidhurst. Russell was not aware that Vivian knew 
more of her attachment to him than what had been 
discovered the day before he left Glistonbury; an4 
Vivian could not help admiring the KwiWix^iJ^^ ^ssn^ 
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delicate manner in which his friend spoke of her^ 
without any air of mystery, and with the greatest 
respect. He told Vivian he had heard that proposals 
had been lately made to her ladyship by a gentleman 
of great talents and of high character ; but that she 
had positively declined his addresses, and had re- 
peated her declaration that she would never marry. 
Her good uncle left her, on this point, entirely at 
liberty, and did not mention the proposal to lord 
Glistonbury, lest she should be exposed to any firesh 
difficulties. Russell expressed much satisfaction at 
this part of the bishop's conduct, as being not only 
the most kind, but the most judicious, and the most 
likely to dispose his niece to change her determina- 
tion. He repeated his opinion, that, united to a 
man of sense and strength of mind, she would make 
a charming and excellent wife. Vivian agreed with 
him ; yet observed, that he was convinced she would 

never marry — There he paused. Could lady Julia 

herself have overheard the conversation which after- 
wards passed between these two gentlemen, one of 
whom she had loved and the other of whom she had 
refused, not a word would have hurt her feelings : on 
the contrary, she would have been raised in her opi- 
nion, and gratified by the strong interest they both 
showed for her happiness. They regretted only that 
a young woman of such talents, and of such a fine, 
generous disposition, had been so injudiciously edu- 
cated. 

" And now, my dear Russell," cried Vivian, '^ that 
we have finished the chapter of lady Julia, let us talk 
of miss Sidney." — Russell's change of countenance 
showed that it was not quite so easy for him to talk 
upon this subject. — To spare him the effort, Vivian 
resumed, ^*As you are a rich man, now, my dear 
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Russell; you will certainly mairy; and I know," 
added he, smiling, ^^ that miss Sidney will be your 
wife. If ever man deserved such a prize, you do ; 
and I shall be the first to wish you joy/' 

Stay, my good friend," interrupted Russell; 

your kindness for me, and your imagination^ are 
too quick in this anticipation of my happiness." — 
Russell then told him, that he never had declared 
his attachment to Selina till Vivian's marriage had 
put an end to all probability of rivalship Avith his 
friend. She had expressed high esteem for Russell, 
but had told him, that she had suffered so much from 
a first unfortunate attachment, that she felt averse 
from any new engagements. 

'' Shall I assure you, as you assured me just now 
with regard to lady Julia," said Vivian, " that miss 
Sidney will be prevailed upon to alter her deter- 
mination ; and shall I add, that, though I should like 
lady Julia the less, I should like Selina the better, 
for changing her mind ?" — He went on, generously 
expressing sincere hopes, that his friend might ob« 
tain Selina Sidney's affections, and might enjoy that 

domestic happiness, which Vivian was going to 

say, which he had himself forfeited; but, checking 
this regret, he only said — " that domestic happiness, 
which I consider as the summit of human felicity, 
and which no man can deserve better than you do, 
my dear Russell." 

Russell easily guessed that poor Vivian had not 
attained this summit of human felicity by his own 
marriage, but was too kind and too judicious a friend 
to say a word that could give him pain on this deli- 
cate subject. He never adverted to any of the con- 
versations they had held about lady Sarah Lidhurst ; 
never recalled any of Vivian's vd^emftxA, ^^0«!w5»ss«>& 
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concerning the absolute impossibility of his making 
such a match ; never evinced the least surprise at his 
marriage ; nor inquired how he had conquered his 
passion for lady Julia. With friendly forgetfidness^ 
he seemed to have totally obliterated from his mind 
all that it could do no good to remember. Vivian was 
sensible of this delicacy^ and grateful for it ; but to 
imitate Russell's reserve and silence upon certain 
subjects required a force, a forbearance, of which he 
was not capable. At first he had determined not to 
say one word to Russell of domestic uneasinesses ; but 
they had not been many hours together before Vivian 
poured forth all his complaints, and confessed how 
bitterly he repented his marriage : he declared that 
he had been persuaded, by the united efforts of her 
family and of his mother, against his own judgment^ 
or, at least, against his taste and inclinations, to 
marry lady Sarah. 

^' By whatever persuasions, or by whatever mo- 
tives, your choice was decided," interrupted Russell, 
'' reflect that it is decided for life ; therefore abide by 
it, and justify it. Above all, make yourself happy 
with the means which are yet in your power, instead 
of wasting your mind in unavailing regret. You are 
united to a woman who has every estimable quality, 
.as you candidly acknowledge: there are some par- 
ticulars in which she does not please your taste ; but 
withdraw your attention from these, and you wiJl be 
happy with a wife who is so firmly attached to you. 
Consider, besides, that — ^romance apart — love, though 
a delightful passion, is not the only resource which a 
. man of sense, virtue, and activity may find for hap- 
piness. Your public duties, your success, and your 
reputation as a public character, will " 

Russell was interrupted in this consolatory and in- 
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vigorating speech^ by the entrance of a servant of lord 
Glistonbury's, who brought a note from his lordship 
to Mr. Vivian^ requesting to see him as soon as he 
could make it convenient to come to Glistonbury 
House^ as his lordship wanted to speak to him on 
particular business of the greatest importance. Vi- 
vian was provoked by being thus summoned away 
from his friend^ to attend to one of what he called 
lord Glistonbury 's important mysteries about nothing, 
Russell was engaged to go into the country the en- 
suing day^ to take possession of his new living ; but 
he promised that he would see him again soon ; and^ 
with this hope^ the two friends parted. 

Vivian went to lord Glistonbury's : he found his 
lordship in his study. " Where have you been, Vi- 
vian ?*' exclaimed he : '^ I have sent messenger after 
messenger to look for you, half over the town: I 
thought you were to have dined with us, but you ran 
away, and nobody could tell where, or with whom ; 
and we have been waiting for you at our cabinet 
council here with the utmost impatience."— Vivian 
answered, that he had unexpectedly met with his 
friend Russell ; and was proceeding to tell his lord- 
ship how handsomely the bishop of ****** had pro- 
vided for his friend ; but lord Glistonbury, like many 
other great men, having the habit of forgetting all 
the services of those from whom thay liave nothing 
more to expect, cut short Vivian's narration, by ex- 
claiming, *^True, true! well, well! that's *all over, 
now — Certainly, that Russell did his duty by my 

poor son ; and acted as he ought to do in all 

things ; and I'm glad to hear my brother has given 
him a good living ; and I hope, as you say, he will 
soon be married — so best — so best, you know, Vivian, 
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for reasons of our own — Well ! well ! I'm glad he is 
provided for — ^not but what that living would have 
been of essential service, if it had been reserved for 

a friend of mine but my brother the bishop never 

can enter into any political views — ^might as well not 
have a brother a bishop But, however, Mr. Rus- 
sell's a friend of yours — I am not regretting — not so 
rude to you to regret on the contrary, rejoice, par- 
ticularly as Mr. Russell is a man of so much merit — 
But all that's over now ; and I want to talk to you 
upon quite another matter. You know I have always 
said I should, sooner or later, succeed in my grand 
object, hey, Vivian ?" 

'' Your lordship's grand object ? — I am not sure 
that I know it." 

" Oh ! surely you know my grand object. You 
my son-in-law, and forget my grand object ? — The 
marquisate, you know; the marquisate, the mar- 
quisate ! Did not I always tell you that I would 
make government, sooner or later, change my earldom 
into a marquisate ? Well ! the thing is done — that 
is, as good as done ; they have sent to treat with me 
upon my own terms." 

I give you joy, my dear lord !" said Vivian. 
Joy ! — to be sure you do, my sober sir :— one 
would think you had no concern or interest in the 
business. Joy ! to be sure you give me joy ; but, I 
can tell you, you must give me something more than 
joy — you must give me support. 

" How he looks !" continued lord Glistonbury, 
'^ as if he did not know what is meant by support. 
Vivian, did you never hear of parliamentary sup- 
port ?" 

" I hope, my dear lord," replied Vivian, gravely. 
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" that you have not entered into any engagements^ or 
made any promises for me, which I cannot have it in 
my power to perform." 

Lord Glistonbury hesitated in some confusion; 
and then, forcing a look of efirontery, in an assured 
tone, replied, "No. I have not made any engage- 
ments or promises for you which you cannot perform, 
Vivian, I am clear: nor anv which I have not a 
right to expect my son-in-law will confirm with 
alacrity.*' 

" What have you engaged? — what have you pro- 
mised for me, my lord V* said Vivian, earnestly. 

" Only, my dear boy," said lord Glistonbury, as- 
suming a facetious tone, ^* only that you will be al- 
ways one of us — ^And are not you one of us ? — my 
son-in-law? — the deuce is in it if he is not one of us ! 
— In short, you know, to be serious, a party must go 
together, that is, a family party must go together ; 
and, if ministry do my business, of course I do theirs. 
If I have my marquisate, they have my votes." 

" But not my vote — ^pardon me, my lord — my vote 
cannot be bartered in this manner." 

" But, you know, Mr. Vivian, you know it is for 
your interest as much as for mine; for, you know, 
the marquisate will probably descend, in due course 
of time, to your son. So your interest is full as much 
concerned as mine ; and besides, let me tell you, I 
have not forgot your immediate interest : I have sti- 
pulated that you should have the valuable place which 
Mr. C was to have had." 

All that Russell had said of public virtue was 
fresh in our hero's mind. " I thank you, my dear 
lord," said he; " for I am sure this was kindly in- 
tended ; but I am not one of those persons who, in 
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public affairs^ think only of their private interest — I 
am not thinking of my interest." 

" So I perceive," said lord Glistonbury, in a tone 
of disappointment and displeasure. 

Without regarding this, Vivian proceeded, ^^ Not 
for this marquisate, not for any title or rank in the 
gift of the crown, would I forfeit my honour, my 
principles, my public character !" 

" Very fine ! vastly well said ! but not quite to 
the purpose, not precisely in point, I apprehend," 
replied lord Glistonbury; '' for I do not see that a 
man's accepting a marquisate, or voting with his ma- 
jesty's ministers, necessarily implies a forfeiture of 
honour and principle, and a total dereliction of all 
public reputation." 

" Far from it 1" cried Vivian ; '^ you surely can- 
not imagine me, my lord, to be capable of making so 
wild or absurd an assertion. But if a man maintains 
certain public measures one day, and the next, for 
valuable consideration, supports diametrically op- 
posite opinions and measures, he will lose, and de- 
serve to lose, all reputation for integrity." 

" Integrity ! political integrity !" said lord Glis- 
tonbury ; " fine words, which mean nothing. Behind 
the scenes, as we are now, Vivian, what use can there 
be in talking in that strain ? — Between you and me, 
you know this is all nonsense. For who, of any 
party, now thinks, really and truly, of any thing but 
getting power, or keeping it? Power, you know, 
stands for the measure of talent; and every thing 
else worth having is included in that word power. I 
speak plainly. And as honour is merely ap affair of 
opinion, and opinion, again, an affair of numbers, and 
as there are numbers enough to keep one in coun- 
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tenance in these things ; really, my dear Vivian, it 
is quite childish, quite boyish, smells of the lamp. 
To declaim about political isfeegrity, and all that, is 
not the language of a man who knows any thing of 
business — any thing of the world.— ^But why do I 
say all this }" cried lord Glistonbory, diecking him- 
self, and Wuming an air of iMfre reserved displeasure. 
— " Mr. Vivian certainly knows all this as well as I 
do ; I know how my nephew M armaduke, who, with 
nUl his faults, is no^^l, would interpret your present 
language : he would say, as I have often heard him 
say, that political integrity is cmly a dvil pwi off" 

'^ P(^tical int^rity only a civil put off!" repeated 
Vivian, with unfeigned astonishment* When h« 
formerly heard similar sentiments from the avowed 
profligate and hackneyed politician Mr. Wharton, he 
was shocked ; but, to hear them repeated, as being 
oooLly laid down by so young a man as Mr. I^dhurst, 
excited so much disgust and contempt in Vivian's 
mind, that he could hardly refrain from saying more 
than either prudence or politeness could justify. 

" Now I am free to confess," pursued Iwd Glis- 
tonbury, ^'that I should think it more candid and 
manly, and, I will add, more friendly, and more the 
natural, open conduct of a son-in-law to a father- 
in-law, instead of talking of political integrity, to 
have said, at once, I cannot oblige you in this in- 
stance." 

" Surely, my lord, you cannot be in earnest ?" said 
Vivian. 

" I tell you, sir, I am in earnest," cried his lord- 
ship, turning suddenly in a rage, as he walked up and 
down the room ; " I say, it would have been more 
(»ndid, more manly, more every thing — and much 
more like a son-in-law — ^much \-----'m\u^\------^ ^cocv 

VOL, IX. % 
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aure, if I had known as much as I do now^ sir^ you 
never should have been my son-in-law — never ! ne- 
ver ! — seen lady Sarah in her grave first ! — I would ! 

— I would ! — yes, sir — I would ! And you are the 

last person upon earth I should have expected it from. 
But I have a nephew — I have a nephew, and now I 
know the dififiN-ence. No man can distinguish his 
friends till he tries them." 

Vivian in vain endeavoured to appease lord Glis^, 
tonbury by assurances that he would do any thing in 
his power to oblige him, except what he himself con- 
sidered as dishonourable : his lordship reiterated, with 
divers passionate ejaculations, that if Vivian would 
not oblige him in this point, on which he had set his 
heart — where the great object of his life was at stake 
—he could never believe he had any regard for him ; 
and that, in short, it must come to an open rupture 
between them, for that he should never consider him 
more as his son. Having uttered the denunciation as 
distinctly as passion would permit, lord Glistonbury 
retired to rest. 

, Vivian went immediately to his mother, to tell her 
what had passed, and he felt almost secure of her 
approbation; but, though she praised him for his 
generous spirit of independence, yet it was evident 
the hopes that the title of marquis might descend 
to a grandson of her own weighed more with her than 
any patriotic considerations. She declared, that in-» 
deed she would not, for any title, or any thing upon 
earth, have her son act dishonourably ; but what was 
asked of him, as far as she could understand, was 
only such a change of party, such compliances, as 
every public man in his place would make: and, 
though she would not have him, like some she could 
name, a corrupt tool of government, yet, on the other 
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handj it was folly to expect that he alone could do 
any thing against the general tide of corruption — 
that it would be madness in him to sacrifice himself 
entirely^ without the slightest possibility of doing any 
good to his country. 

Vivian interrupted her, to represent that, if each 
public man^ argued in this manner, nothing could 
ever be accomplished for the public good : that, on 
the contrary, if every man hoped that something 
might be done, even by his individual exertion, and 
if he determined to sacrifice a portion of his private 
interest in the attempt, perhaps much might be ef-« 
fected. 

" Very likely !" lady Mary said. She confessed 
she knew little of politics: so from argument she 
went to persuasion and entreaties. She conjured 
him not to quarrel with the Glistonburies, and not 
to provoke lord Glistonbury's displeasure. " I see 
all that artful Marmaduke's schemes," said she : '^ he 
knows his uncle's pertinacious temper ; and he hopes 
that your notions of patriotism will prevent you 
from yielding on a point, on which his uncle has set 
his heart. Marmaduke will know how to take ad« 
vantage of all this, believe me !" 

The more Vivian resisted, the more eager his mother 
became, till at last she worked herself up to tears, 
and declared that she made it her own most urgent 
request, which she would repeat on her knees, if 
nothing else would move him, to give up his Quixotism, 

" Quixotism V* said Vivian : " Russell, my friend 
and preceptor, would give my resolution a very dif-** 
ferent name." 

Lady Mary replied, that she thought her opinion, 
or at least her entreaties, ought to have more weight, 
with him than those of any piece^tox ot Q>2^^'t S.wso^' 



260 TALES OF FASfiUONABLE LIFE. 

upon e»rth. Now that it was a contest of power and 
influence between her ladyship and Russell^ she grew> 
if possible^ still more vehement. Vivian was shaken 
in his resolution by his mother's entreaties — ^by the 
idea of all the ^Eunily quarrels that would ensue^ and 
of all the difficulties in which he might be involved^ 
if he persisted in his generous determination. Lady 
Mary had still powerful arguments in store. 

" My dear son/' resumed she, ** it would be ab- 
solute madness to refuse the place that is now offered 
you: only consider the situation of your affairs— « 
consider^ I beseech you, the distress you will be in by 
and by, if you reject this offer — recollect the immense 
demands upon you ; recollect that heap of bills for the 
election, and for the buildings, and all the poor work- 
men about the castle ! and that coachmaker, too! and 
remember, the purchase money of the house in town 
must be paid in three months. It is really impossible 
that you can go on, unless you accept of this place ; 
for you know, my dear Charles, I cannot assist you 
effectually, or most happy should I be to relieve y«u 
from all difficulties, at whatever haisard or inconve^ 
nience. I would willingly give up my. house in town, 
and lay down my carriage." 

No, no, my dear mother," exclaimed Vivian; 

you shall do no more : you have already done- in- 
finitely too much ; and I cannot bear to think of the 
inconvenience, to which your confiding generosity has 
already put you." 

" Don't think of that — don't speak of that, Charles ! 
-r-Between mother and son, you know, there can be 
no division of interest ; and, if I know any thing of 
myself, I shall always manage so as to prevent your 
feeling any uneasiness on my account. When I men- 
tioned myadi, I meant not to allude to the past^ but 
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only to regret that^ in future, I have no means of 
serving you as I wish ; and, as to lord Glistonbury, 
you know, notwithstanding his great nominal income, 
he lives beyond it so far that there is scarcely a man 
in England who would find it more difficult to raide 
a thousand pounds than* lord Glistonbury. If yon 
disoblige him now, you have no decent claim upoA 
him ; and, besides, I cannot bear the idea of your 
asking such sort of pecuniary fiavours from your wife's 
&mily. They are all proud enough, surely, as it is, 
and sufficiently inclined to c(msider their connexion 
as a high honour to us. There is no occasion to 
abase ourselves by beconiing their debtors. Indeed, 
to be in debt at all, or to any body, is a terrible 
thing !" 

'^ A terrible thing, indeed !" sidd Vivian, with ii 
deep sigh. 

'^ And the only possible means, by which you cOA 
get out of debt, is by accepting this place, which 
would put you at ease at once, and enable yoa t^ 
continue in the style of life to which you have of 
late been accustomed." 

'' As to that, I could alter my style of life — i 
would do any thing," cried Vivian, '^ to pay my debts 
and preserve my independence. I will alter my mode 
of living, and retrench decidedly and vigorously." 

" Well, my dear son, I admire your spirit, and, if 
you can do this, it will certainly be best ; but I feaf 
that when it comes to the trial, you will not be able 
to persevere." 

" I shall--I shall ! Believe me, mother, I have 
resolution oiough for this — ^you do me injustice," 
said Vivian. 

" No, my dear Charles, I do yoa justice ; for I de 
not doubt your resdutioo^ ^ fyf 9& ^^^ ^^^^^ "^^ 
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vations are concerned; but, consider your wife — 
consider lady Sarah — consider the luxury in which 
she has always been accustomed to live, and the high 
sphere in which her relations move ! How her pride 
would be hurt by their looking down upon her ! I 
have no doubt lady Sarah would do her duty, and 
make any sacrifices for her husband ; and if you were 
— I must now speak plainly — ^if you were passionately 
fond of her — ^an all-for-love husband— you could, with 
honour and propriety, accept of such sacrifices ; but 
what would retirement be to poor lady Sarah, and 
with lady Sarah ! — with a companion who has no 

literature, and not that infinite variety , which 

But I am sure I do not mean to depreciate her in 
your eyes : she is a very estimable woman ; and I 
say no more, but leave you to your own reflections 
on that subject. If there was any thing absolutely 
dishonourable in your accepting this place, I am sure 
I would sooner perish than urge you to it; but, 
though I don't understand politics, I know enough 
of the world to be certain that very honourable men 
take places without any disgrace. So let me entreat 
you, my dear son, to see things as they really are." 

Vivian told his mother that he would take a night 
to reconsider the matter coolly ; and, satisfied with 
having gained so much, she suffered him to go home. 
As he was quitting his own dressing-room, he paused, 
to consider whether he should consult his wife, who 
wtvs, as yet, in ignorance of the whole transaction^ 
and who knew nothing of the deranged state of his 
affairs. He did her the justice to believe that she 
would be willing to live with him in retirement, and 
to forego all the luxuries and pride of her rank, for 
the sake of her duty and of her love. He was con- 
vinced that^ in [any opposition between her fieither's 
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interests and her husband's honour, she would strongly 
abide by her husband. Though lady Sarah knew 
nothing of politics, and though she had no enlarge- 
ment of mind, or any, ideas of public good or patriot- 
ism, yet Vivian was well aware that if he could lay 
before her this simple proposition, '^ If I act so and so, 
I shall act contrary to my conscience and my honour ; 
and if I act in the opposite manner, I shall do what 
I think right, and I shall preserve my hcmour ;" she 
would say, " Do what you think right, and preserve 
your honour, let what will be the consequence." He 
recollected all lady Julia had said of the advantage 
that her sister's firmness of mind might be, in steady- 
ing his vacillating temper, in any moment of triaL 
Here was the first great occasion, since his mar- 
riage, where his wife's strength of mind could be of 
essential service to him : yet he hesitated whether he 
should avail himself of this advantage ; and every 
moment, as he approached nearer to her apartment, 
he hesitated more and more. He did not, in the first 
place, like to humble himefelf so fieir as to ask her 
counsel; then he had not courage to confess those 
debts and embarrassments which he had hitherto 
concealed. All that his mother had suggested about 
the indelicacy of requiring or accepting great sacrifices 
from a woman, whom, though he esteemed, he could 
not love — the horror of retirement, with such a com- 
panion — the long year's tete-^-tete — all these ideas 
combined, but chief the apprehension of the imme- 
diate present pain of speaking to her on a disagreeable 
subject, and of being obliged to hear her speak with 
that formal deliberation which he detested — ^added to 
this, the dread of her surprise, if not of her reproaches, 
when all his affairs should be revealed, operated «a 
irresistibly upon his weakness^ tiix&t V^ d^»c\!^fti^ ^s^ 
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the common resource— ccmcealment. His hand was 
upon the lock of his chamber-door^ and he turned it 
cautiously and softly^ lest^ in entering his apartmentj 
h^ should waken lady Sarah : but she was not asleep. 

" What can have kept you so late, Mr. Vivian ?" 
said she. 

'' Business, my dear/' answered he, with some 
embarrassment. 

'^ May I ask what sort of business ?" 

" Oh .'—only — ^political business." 

'' Political business 1" She looked earnestly at her 
husband, but, as if repressing her curiosity, she after- 
wards added, '^ Our sex have, nothing to do with 
politics," and, turning away from the light, she com- 
posed herself to sleep. 

*^ Very true, my dear," replied Vivian — not a 
word more did he say : content with this evasion of 
the difficulty, he thus, by his weakness, deprived 
himself of the real advantage of his wife's strength oi 
mind. Whilst lady Sarah, in total ignorance of the 
distress of her husband, olept in peace, he lay awake» 
revolving painful thoughts in the silence of the night. 
All that his mother had said about the pecimiary 
difficulties to whidi they must soon be reduced re- 
curred with fresh force; the ideas of the unpaid elec-* 
tion bills, all the masons', carpenters', painters', gla- 
xiers', and upholsterers' bills, with '' Thousands yet 
unnamed behind," rose, in dreadful array, before him, 
and the enthusiasm of his patriotism was appalled* 
With feverish reiteration, he ran over and over, in 
his mind, the same circle of difficulties, continually 
returning to the question, ^' Then what can be done ?'* 
Bitterly did he, this night, regret the foolish ex<* 
penses into which he had early in life been led. If 
it were to do over again, he certainly would not tura 
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his house into a castle ; if he had foreseen how much 
the expense would surpass the estimates^ assuredly 
nothing could have tempted him to such extrava- 
gance. The architect^ the masons^ the workmen^ one 
and all, were knaves ; but^ one and all^ they must be 
paid. Then what could he do ? — And the debts in- 
curred by the contested elections! — contested eleo* 
tions are cursed things^ when the bills come to be 
paid ; but^ cursed or not^ they must be paid. Then 
what could he do ? — The distress in which he should 
involve his generous mother-— the sacrifices he should 
require from his wife — the family quarrels — all that 
lady Sarah would safkr from them — the situation of 
his wife. Then what could he do ? — He must sub* 
mit to lord Glistonbury^ and take the place that was 
offered to him. 

Vivian sighed — and turned in his bed — and sighed 
— and thought — and turned — and sighed again — ^and 
the last sigh of expiring patriotism escaped him ! 
To this end, to this miserable end, must aH patriotism 
come, which is not supported by the seemingly in* 
ferior virtues of prudence and economy. 

Poor Vivian endeavoured to comfort himself by 
the reflection that he should not act from merely 
mercenary considerations, but that he was compelled 
to yield to the solicitations of his mother and of his 
father-in-law ; that he was forced to sacrifice his own 
public opinions to secure domestic peace, and to pre-* 
vent the distress of his mother, the misery, and per«* 
haps danger, of his wife and child. Dereliction of 
principle, in these circumstances, was something like 
an amiable, a pardonable weakness. And then, see 
it in what light you will, as lord Glistonbury ob* 
served, " there are so many who will keep a patriot 
in countenance nowadays^ for merely ckvoi^ga^ ^^^sdw 
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in politics. A man is not even thought to be a man 
of talents^ till he gets something by his talents. 
The bargain he makes^ the price he gaiiis> is^ in 
most people's estimation^ the value of the public 
man." ' 

All this Vivian said to himself to quiet his con- 
science ; and all this^ he knew^ would be abundantly 
satisfactory to the generality of people with whom he 
associated ; therefore^ from them he could fear neither 
reproach nor contempt : but he could not bear even 
to think of Russell — he felt all the pangs of remorse^ 
and agony of shame^ as the idea of such a friend came 
into his mind. Again he turned in his bed^ and 
groaned aloud — so loud^ that lady Sarah wakened^ 
and^ starting up^ asked what was the matter; but 
receiving no answer^ she imagined that she had been 
in a dream^ or that her husband had spoken in his 
sleep. He groaned no more^ nor did he even sigh : 
but^ fatigued with thinking and with feelings he at 
last fell into a sort of slumber^ which lasted till it 
was time to rise. Before Vivian was dressed^ lord 
Glistonbury called upon him — he went into his 
dressing-room. His lordship came with his best ad- 
dress^ and most courteous face of persuasion; he held 
out his hand^ in a frank and cordial manner^ as he 
entered, begging his dear son's pardon for thie warmth 
and want of temper, he was free to confess, he had 
shown last night ; but he was persuaded, he said, 
that Vivian knew his sincere regard for him, and- 
convinced, that, in short, they should never essentially 
differ : so that he was determined to come to talk the 
matter over with him when they were both cool ; and 
that he felt assured that Vivian, after a night's reflec- 
tion, would always act so as to justify his preference 
of his son-in-law to his nephew. Hey, Vivian ? — Lord 
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Glistonbury paused for an answer — Vivian cut him- 
self as he was shaving, and was glad of a moment's 
reprieve; instead of answering, he only exclaimed, 
^^ Cursed razor ! cut myself! — My lord, won't you sit 
down, if you do me the honour to " 

Lord Glistonbury seated himself; and, in regular 
order, with his tiresome parade of expletives, went 
through all the arguments that could be adduced to 
prove the expediency of Vivian's taking this place, 
and assisting him, as he had taken it for granted his 
son-in-law would, on such an occasion. The letters 
of the great and little men who had negotiated the 
business of the marquisate were then produced, and 
an account given of all that had passed in confidence ; 
and lord Glistonbury finished by saying that the 
affair was absolutely concluded, he having passed his 
word and pledged his honour for Vivian; that he 
would not have spoken or acted for him, if he had not 
felt that he w£ls, when acting for his son-in-law, in 
fact acting for himself — his second self; that there 
had been no time to wait, no possibility of consulting 
Vivian ; that the whole plan was suggested yester- 
day, in two hours after the house broke up, and was 
arranged in the evening; that search and inquiries 
had been made every where for Vivian, but, as he 
could not be found, lord Glistonbury said, he hid 
ventured to decide for him, and, as he hoped, for his 
interest and for that of the family ; and the thing, 
now done, could not be undone : his lordship's word 
was sacred, and could not be retracted. 

Vivian, in a feeble, irresolute tone, asked if there 
was no possibility of his being allowed to decline the 
place that was offered him, and suggested that he 
could take a middle course ; to avoid voting against 
his lordship's wishes, he coul4, aiv^iYifcXi^v^^^^^^oa^ 
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he would^ accept of the Chiltem Hundreds^ and go 
out of parliament for the session. 

Lord Glistonbury remonstrated against what he 
termed the madness of the scheme. 

'^ A man like you, my dear Vivian^ who have di« 
stinguished yoursdf so much already in impositions 
who will distinguish yourself so much more^ herein 
after^ in place and in power " 

'' No/' said Vivian^ rising as he finiriied shaving 
himself; ^' no, my lord^ I shall never more distia** 
guish myself, if I abandon the principles I believe to 
be just and true. What eloquence I have^ if I have 
any, has arisen from my being in earnest: I shall 
speak ill — I shall not be able to speak at all — ^when 
I get up against my conscience." 

" Oh !" said lord Glistcmbury, laughing, '' your 
romantic patriotism may be very nice in its feelix^; 
but, believe me, it will not deprive you of the use of 
your speech. Look at every one of the fine orators of 
our times, and name me one, if you can, who has not 
spoken, and spoken equally well on both sides of tho 
house ; ay, and on both sides of most political ques- 
tions. Come, come, you'll find you will get on quite 
as well as they got on before you, hey ?" 

^' You will find that I shall be of no use to you-*^ 
that I shall be a dead weight on your hands." 

" You a dead weight ! you, who are formed to be 
— now, really, without flattery — you know there's no 
occasion for flattery between you and me — to be the 

soul, and, in time, the head of a party Stay !— I 

know all you are going to say, but give me leave to 
judge — You know there's my own nephew, a very 
clever young man, no doubt, he is allowed to be ; and 
yet, you see, I make no comparison between you. I 
assure youj I am a judge in these matters^ and you see 
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the house has confirmed my judgment ; and^ what is 
more — for I can keep nothing from you — if it won't 
make you too vain^ and make you set too high a 
price upon yourself, which will be very troublesome 
in the present case ; but, I say, be that as it may, I 
will frankly own to you, that I believe you have 
been of essential service in procuring me this great 
favourite object of my life, the marquisate." 

'' I, my lord ! impossible ! — for I never took the 
slightest step toward procuring it." 

'^ Pardon me, you took the most effectual step, 
without knowing it, perhaps. You spoke so well in 
opposition, that you made it the interest of ministry 
to muzzle you; and there was no way so effectual of 
getting at you, as through me, I being your &ther- 
in-law and you my heir. You don't see the secret 
concatenation of these things with a glance as I do^ 
who have been used to them so long. And there wa» 
no way of coming to the point with me without the 
marquisate,— that was- my sine qua non ; and you see 
I gained my point — by your means^ chiefly, I am* 
free to allow — though Marmaduke would gladly per* 
suade me it was by his negotiating. But I do you 
justice ; I did you justice, too, in more than words> 
when I stipulated for that place for you, which, in 
fact, I knew you could not go on mudi longer with- 
out. So, my dear Vivian, all this explained to our 
mutual satisfaction, we have nothing more to do but 
to shake hands upon it and go down stairs; for I 

have engaged myself and secretary to breakfast 

with you, and he has/w// powers, and is to carry back 
our capitulation — and," continued lord Glistonbury, 
looking out of the window, " here's our friend's 
carriage." 
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" Oh ! my lord, it is not yet too late I" cried Vi- 
vian ; '^ it may yet be arranged otherwise. Is there 
no way — no possibility " 

A loud knock at the house door. 

'' I wish to Heaven, my lord ! 



'^ So do I wish to Heaven, with all my soul, that 
you would finish this nonsense, my dear Vivian, and 
come down to breakfast. Come, come, come ! — Hey, 
hey, hey ! — This is absolutely too ridiculous, and I 
must go, if you don't. Only consider a political, 
breakfast of this nature !" 

Lord Glistonbury hurried down stairs: — reluct- 
antly, and with a heavy heart and repugnant con- 
science, Vivian followed. At this instant, he wished 
for Russell, to prevent what he knew would be the 
consequence of this interview. But Russell was ab- 
sent — the keeper of his conscience, the supporter of 
his resolution, was not at hand. Wo to him who is^ 
not the keeper of his own conscience — the supporter 
of his own resolution ! The result of this political, 
breakfast was just what every reader, who knows the 
world but half as well as lord Glistonbury knew it, 
has probably long since anticipated. The capitula- 
tion of the patriots of the Glistonbury band, with 
Vivian at their head, was settled. Lord Glistonbury 
lost no character by this transaction, for he had none 
to lose — ^he was quite at his ease, or quite callous. 
But Vivian bartered, for a paltry accommodation of 
his pecuniary difficulties, a reputation which stood 
high in the public opinion — which was invaluable in 
his own — which was his last stake of happiness. He 
knew this — he felt it with all the anguish of exquisite 
but USELESS sensibility. 

Lord Glistonbury and his new friend, secretary 
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, who was a man of wit as well as a politician^ 

rallied Vivian upon his gravity and upon his evident 
depression of spirits. 

. *^ Really, my dear Vivian/' cried lord Glistonbury, 
*' my patience is now exhausted, and I must not let 
you expose yourself here, before our friend, as a no- 
vice — Hey! hey! — Why, will you never open your 
eyes and see the world as it is ! Why ! what ! — Did 
you never read the fable of the dog and his master's 
meat ? — Well ! it is come to that now in England ; 
and he is a foolish dog, indeed, who, when he can't 
save the meat, won't secure his share — ^hey ?" 

His lordship and the secretary laughed in concert. 

^^ Look, how Vivian preserves his solemnity !" con- 
tinued lord Glistonbury ; '^ and he really looks as if he 
was surprised at us. My dear Vivian, it requires all 
my knowledge of your bonne foi to believe that you 
are in earnest, and not acting the part of a patriot of 
older times." 

'' Oh !" cried the secretary, with a facetious air, 
'^ Mr. Vivian assuredly knows, as well as we do, that 

' A patriot is a fool in ev'^ age, 
Whom aU lord chamberlains allow the stage.* 

But off the stage we lay aside heroics, or how should 
we ever get on ? — Did you hear, my lord," continued 
the secretary, turning to lord Glistonbury, '' that 
there is another blue riband fallen into us by the 
death of lord G*** }" 

'^ I had a great regard for poor lord G***. Many 
applications, I suppose, for the vacant riband ?" 

From the vacant riband they went on to talk over 
this man's pension and the other man's job ; and con- 
sidered who was to get such and such a place when 
such and such a person should resign or ^\ic.qj^^^\j^ 
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something better. Then all the miserable mysteries 
ef ministerial craft were unveiled to Vivian's eyes. 
He had read^ he had heard, he had believed, that 
public affairs were conducted in this manner ; but he 
had never, till now, actually seen it : he was really 
novice enough still to feel surprise at finding that, 
after all the fine profusions made on all sides, the 
main, the only object of these politicians, was to keep 
their own, or to get into the places of others. Vivian 
felt every moment his disgust and his melancholy in- 
crease. " And it is with these people I have con- 
sented to act ! And I am to be hurried along by this 
stream of corruption to infiEuny and oblivion ! Then 
Russell " 

Vivian resolved to retract the engagement he had 
just made with lord Giistonbury and the secretary^ 
and he waited only for a pause in their conversation 
to explain himself. But, before any pause occurred^ 
more company came in, the secretary hurried away, 
saying to Vivian, who would have stopped him at the 
door, " Oh ! my dear sir, every thing is settled now, 
and you must be with us in the house to-night — 
and you will find the whole business will go on as 
smoothly as possible, if gentlemen will but act toge- 
ther, and strengthen the hands of government. I beg 
pardon for breaking away — ^but so many people are 
waiting for me — and any thing farther we can settle 
when we meet in the house." 

Lord Giistonbury also refused to listen to farther 
explanations — said that all was settled, and that it 
was impossible to make any recantations. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

The hour of going to the house of commons at 
length arrived ; lord Gistonbuiy saw that Vivian was 
so much out of spirits^ and in such confusion of mind^ 
he began to fear that our hero's own account of him* 
self Was just^ and that he would not be able to com« 
mand ideas^ or even words^ when he was to speak in 
opposition to what he called his principles and his 
conscience. " This son of mine^ instead of being our 
great ApoUo^ will be a dead weight on our himds^ un- 
less we can contrive to raise his spirits." 

So^ to raise his spirits^ lord Glistonbury accompa^ 
nied him to the coffee-room of the house^ and insisted 
upon his taking some re^eshment before he should 
attempt to speak. His lordship fortified him with 
bumper after bumper, till at last Vivian came up to 
the speaking point. He took his seat in his new 
place in the house, and, endeavouring to brave away 
the sense of shame, rose to speak. Notwithstanding 
the assistance of the wine, and the example of Mr. 
Marmaduke Lidhurst, who spoke before him with 
undaunted assurance, Vivian could scarcely get on 
with a hesitating, confused, inconsistent speech, ut- 
tered in so low and indistinct a voice, that the re- 
porters in the gallery complained that they could not 
catch this honourable member's meaning, fx that his- 
words did not reach them. Conscious of his failure,^ 
and still more conscious of its cause, he retired again 
to the coffee-room as soon as he had finished speaking, 
and again lord Glistonbury plied him with wine, say- 
ing that he would find he would do very well in reply 
presently. It happened that lord Gliat^sisQcr^ -"^^a- 

VOX/. IX. T 
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called away — Vivian remained. Mr. Wharton, with 
a party of his friends, entered the coffee-room. 
Wharton seemed much heated both with wine and 
anger — ^he was talking eagerly to the gentlemen with 
him, and he pronounced the words, " Infamous con- 
duct !— Shabby ! — Paltry fellow!" so loud, that all 
the coffee-room turned to listen. Colonel S- , a. 
gentleman who was one of Wharton's party, but who 
bad a good opinion of Vivian, at this moment took 
him by the arm, and, drawing him aside, whispered, 
in confidence, that he was persuaded there had been 
acme mistake in the arrangements, which, as it was 
reported, lord Glistonbury had just made with mini- 
stry, for that Mr. Wharton, and many of his lord- 
ship's former party, complained of having been 
shamefully deserted. ^* And to break our word and 
honour to our party is a thing no gentleman can do« 
Wharton had a direct promise from his lordship, that 
he never would come in till he should come in along 
with him. And now it is confidently said, that lord 
Glistonbury has made his bargain for his own mar- 
quisate, and provided only for himself, his nephew, 
and his son-in-law." 

Thrown into the utmost consternation bv the idea 
of this double forfeiture of honour, this breach both 
of public and private faith, Vivian, after thanking 
colonel S for his friendly manner of communi- 
cating this information, and declaring that the trans- 
action was totally unknown to him, begged that the 
colonel would do him the favour and the justice to be 
present when he should require an explanation from 

lord Glistonbury. To this colonel S consented, 

and they hastened in search of his lordship: his 
lordship was not to be found ; but Mr. Marmaduke 
Lidhurst was, however, in the coffee-room, and upoji 
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Vivian's referring to him, he could not deny the truth 
of the charge, though he used all his powers of cir- 
cumlocutiim to evade giving a direct answer. The 
shame, the indignation, that rapidly succeeded to 
each other in Vivian's countenance, sufficiently con^ 
vinced colonel S that he had no share in the 

private part of this disgraceful transaction ; and he 
very handsomely assured Vivian, that he would set 
the matter in its true point of view with his friends. 
Marmaduke soon found a pretence to withdraw — 
some member was speaking in the house, whom he 
must hear, he said, and away he went. 

At this moment Mr. Wharton, who was walking 
down the room with his friends, passed by Vivian, 
and, as he passed, said, '' That private vices are pub-^ 
lie beneJUs, we all know; but that public vices are 
private benefits, some of us, alas ! have yet to learn. 
But I'd have that little, whiffling, most noble and 
puissant prince expectant, his majesty's right trusty 
and entirely beloved cousin elect, know, that plain 
Bob Wharton is not a man to be duped and deserted 
with impunity." 

^^ Who does he mean? — -What does he mean?** 
whispered some of the bystanders. " What prince is 
he talking of? — Which of the princes ?" 

^* Oh ! none of the princes," replied another. *' You 
know most noble and puissant prince is the title of 
a marquis, and our right trusty and entirely beloved 
cousin, the style in which the king writes to him." 

" But who is this marquis expectant ?" 

" Don't you know ? — Lord Glistonbury." 

" But some of his lordship's friends ought to take 
it up, surely." 

'* Hush ! — ^his son-in-law will hear you." 

^^ Where?" 
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« There— don't look !" 

Vivian was, with reason, so much exasperated by 
the treacherous duplicity of lord Glistonbury's con- 
duct, that he was ill indined to undertake his lord-* 
ship's defence, and determined to leave it to himself, 
or to his nephew; yet the whispers operated not a 
little upon his weakness. Wharton, who was walk- 
ing with his set up and down the room, again came 
within Vivian's hearing, and, as he passed, exclaimed, 
*' Public vice! and public virtue! precious, well 
matched pair !" 

'' Who is public vice, and who is public virtue ?" 
said one of Wharton's companions. 

'' Don't you know?" replied Wharton : " the heir 
at Jaw and the son-in-law." 

On hearing this speech, Vivian, who knew that 
he was one of the persons to whom it alluded, started 
forward to demand an explanation from Wharton ; 
but colonel S ■■ held him back. " You are not 
called upon, by any means, to take notice of this," 
said the colonel : ^^ Wharton did not address himself 
to you, and though he might mean what he said for' 
you, yet he speaks under a false impression; and, 
besides, he is not quite sober. Leave it to me, and 
I wiU settle it all to your satisfaction before to-mor- 
row." Vivian listened unwillingly and uneasily to the 
friendly counsel : he was more hurt than he had ever 
before felt himself by any of Wharton's sarcasms, 
because there was now in them a mixture of truth ; 
and a man seldom feels more irritable than when he 
is conscious that he is partly to blame, and appre- 
hensive that others will think him more blamable 
than he really is. His irritability was increased by 
the whispers he had heard, and the looks he now per- 
ceived among the bystanders : the voice, the opinion 
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T)f numbers^ the fear of what others would think or 
say^ operated against his better judgment. 

" Come/' said colonel S , " let us go and see 

what they are doing in the house." 

Vivian refused to stir^ saying that it would be 
leaving the field to Wharton. Wharton at this in* 
stant repassed; and still running the changes^ with 
half intoxicated wit> upon the same ideas^ reiterated^ 
'' Public vice I — ^We all knew where tJiat would end 
in these days^ in public honours; but none of you 
would believe me, when I told you where public vir- 
tue would end — in private treachery !" 

" That's neat !— that's strong I—feith, that's home !" 
whispered some one. 

" Mr. Wharton !" cried Vivian, going up to him, 
'^ I could not help hearing what you said just now— 
did you intend it for me ?" 

" You heard it, it seems, sir, and that is sufficient,^' 
replied Wharton, in an insolent tone : ^^ as to what 
I meant, I presume it is pretty evident ; but, if you 
think it requires any explanaticm, I am as ready to 
give as you can be to ask it." 

" The sooner the better, then, sir," said Vivian. 

The two gentlemen walked away together, whilst 
the spectators exclaimed, '* Very spirited indeed !— 
very right ! — very proper 1 — Vivian could do no less 
than call him out. But, after all, what was the 
quarrel about ? Which of them was to blame ?" 

Long before these points were settled, the chal- 
lenge was given and accepted. Colonel S , who 

followed Vivian and Wharton, endeavoured to set 
things to rights, by explaining that Vivian had been 
deceived by lord Olistonbury, and kept totally in the 
dark respecting the negotiation for the marquisato* 
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But Wharton^ aware that by taking up the matter 
immediately insttcha spirited way he should do him* 
self infinite honour with his party^ and with that ma-* 
jority of the world who think that the greatest merit 
of a man is to stand to be shot at> was not at all 
willing to listen to these representations. Ck>lond 

S declared, that were he in Mr. Wharton's place, 

he should, without hesitation, make an apology to 
Mr. Vivian, and publicly acknowledge that what he 
said in the coffee-room was spoken under a false im- 
pression, which a plain statement of £Eu;ts has totally 
removed: but Wharton disdained all terms of ac- 
commodation ; his policy, pride, and desire of revenge, 
all conspired to produce that air of insolent determina^ 
tion to fight, which, with some people, would obtain 
the glorious name of courage. By this sort of cou- 
rage can men of the most base and profligate cha- 
racters often put themselves in a moment upon an 
equal footing with men of principle and virtue ! 

It was settled that Mr. Wharton and Vivian should 
meet, at eight o'clock the next morning, in a field 

near town. Colonel S consented to be Vivian's 

second. Russell v^as not yet returned— not expected 
till ten the next day. 

Left to his cool reflection, Vivian thoii^ht with 
horror of the mis^ into which the event of this duel 
might involve all with whom he was connected, and 
all who were attached to him. The aflkir was of 
course to be kept a secret from all at Glistonbury 
House, where Vivian was '^^aged to dine with a 
large ministerial party. He went home to dress: 
hoping to haive a quarter of an hour to himself, he 
dismissed his servant, who was waiting in an ante- 
chamber, saying that he would ring vidien he wanted 
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him ; but on entering his own dressing-rooin^ he, to 
his surprise and mortification^ found his wife seated 
there, waiting for him with a face of anxious expecta- 
tion ; a case of newly-set diamonds on a table beside 
her. '' I thought you were at your £ftther's, my dear : 
are you not to be at Glistonbury House to*day ?" said 
Vivian. 

'^ No," replied Sarah. " Surely, Mr. Vivian, you 
Icnow that my father gives a political dinner, and I 
suppose you are to be there }" 

'^ Oh, yes !" cried Vivian ; " I did not know what 
I was saying — I am to be there, and must dress,' 
(looking at his watch), ^^ for I have no time to spare.' 

^' Be that as it may, I must intrude upon your 
time for a few minutes," said lady Sarah. 

Vivian stood impatiently attentive, whilst lady 
Sarah seemed to find it difiicult to begin some speech 
which she had prepared. 

" Women, I know, have nothing to do with poli- 
tics," she began in a constrained voice; but, suddenly 
quitting her air and tone of constraint, she started up 
and exclaimed, " Oh, my dear, dear husband ! what 
have you done? — No, no, I cannot, will not believe 
it, till I hear it from your own lips !" 

*' What is the matter, my dear lady Sarah ?— You 
astonish and almost alarm me!" said Vivian, en- 
deavouring to preserve composure of countenance. 

'* I will not. Heaven forbid that I should alarm 
you as I have been alarmed !" said lady Sarah, com- 
manding her voice again to a tone of tranquillity. 
*^ I ought, and, if I were not weak, should be con- 
vinced, that there is no reason for alarm. There has 
been some mistake, no doubt; and I have been to 
blame for listening to idle reports^ Let me, how- 
•€ver, state the facts. Half an howx ^li^^ \ ^<N^k& ^i^ 
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Gray's the jeweller's, to call for my poor mother's 
diamonds, which, you know, he has reset " 

'^Yes— WeUr 

'' And whilst I was in the shop, a party of gentle- 
men came in, all of them unknown to me, and, of 
course, I was equally unknown to them; for they 
began to speak of you in a maimer in which none 
knowing me could venture in my presence. They 
said — I cannot bear to repeat or to think of what 
they said — you cannot have bartered your public re- 
putation for a marquisate for my father ! — You can- 
not have done that which is dishonourable — you can- 
not have deserted your party for a paltry place for 
yourself! — ^You turn |)ale. — ^I wish, if it pleased Grod, 
that I was this moment in my grave !" 

" Heaven forbid, my dear lady Sarah !" cried Vi- 
vian, forcing a smile, and endeavouring to speak in a 
tone of raillery. '' Why should you wish to be in 
your grave, because your husband hast just got a 
good warm place ? Live ! live !" said he, raising h& 
powerless hand ; " for consider — as I did — ^and this 
consideration was of no small weight with 'me — con- 
sider, my dear Sarah, how much better you will live 
for it !" 

" And you did consider me ? And that did weigh 
with you ? — Oh, this is what I dreaded most !" cried 
lady Sarah. — " When will you know my real cha- 
racter? When will you have confidence in your 
wife, sir ? When will you know the power, the un- 
conquered, unconquerable power of her affection for 
you?" 

Vivian, much struck by the strength of her ex«- 
pression as she uttered these words, was a moment 
silent in astonishment ; and then could only, in an 
incoherent manner, protesty that he did know — tb$t 
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he had always done justice to her character — ^that he 
believed in her affection — and had the greatest con- 
fidence in its power. 

^^ No, sir, no ! — Do not say that which I may not, 
cannot credit ! — You have not confidence in the power 
of my affection, or you would never have done this 
thing to save me pain. What pain can be so great to 
me as the thought of my husband's reputation suffer- 
ing abasement ? — Do you think that, in comparison 
with this, I, your wife, could put the loss of a service 
of plate, or house in to^vn, or equipage, or servants, 
or such baubles as these.'*" added she, her eyes 
glancing upon the diamonds; then, snatching them 
up, " Take them, take them !" cried she, " they were 
my mother's ; and if her spirit could look down from 
heaven upon us she would approve my offer — she 
would command your acceptance. Then here on my 
.knees I conjure you, my beloved husband, take them 
— sell them — sell plate, furniture, house, equipage, 
sell every thing rather than your honour !" 

" It is sold," said Vivian, in a voice of despair. 

^* Redeem it, redeem it at any price !" cried lady 
Sarah. " No ! I will kneel here at your feet — you 
shall not raise me — ^till I have obtained this promise, 
this justice to me, to yourself!" 

It is too late," said Vivian, writhing in agony. 
Never too late !" cried lady Sarah. *^ Give up 
the place. — Never too late! — Give up the place — 
write this moment, and all will be well; for your 
honour will be saved, and the rest is as nothing in 
my eyes !" 

*' High-minded woman !" cried Vivian : ^^ Why did 
not I hear you sooner } Why did not I avail myself 
of your strength of soul ?" 

'^ Use it now — ^hear me now — ^let us wq&\a \3tfi>aass& 
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in words — ^here is a pen and ink — ^write, my dearest 
husband ! and be yourself again." 

" You waste the energy of your . mind on me," 
cried Vivian, breaking from lady Sarah, and striking 
his forehead violently; '^ I am not worthy of such 
attachment ! It is done — it cannot be undone : I am 
a weak, ruined, dishonoured wretch ! — I tell you, it 
CANNOT be undone !*' 

Lady Sarah rose, and stood in despair. Then, 
looking up to heaven, she was silent for some mo- 
ments. After which, approaching her husband, she 
said, in an altered, calm voice, *' Since it cannot be 
undone, I will urge you no more. But, whether in 
glory or in shame, you are secure that your vidfe will 
abide by you." 

Vivian embraced her with a tenderness which he 
had never before felt. ^' Excellent woman ! in justice 
to myself, I must tell you," cried he, ^^that I was de- 
ceived into this situation. I can say no more !" 

At this moment a servant knocked at the door, 
bringing a message from lord Glistonbury, to say 
that all the company were assembled, and that dinner 
waited for Mr. Vivian. 

'' You are not in a fit state to go. Shall I send 
an apology to my father ?" 

" Oh, no ! I must go," cried Vivian, starting up, 
" I must go, or it will be thought—or it will be sus- 
pected — ^I can't explain it to you, my dear; but I 
must go — I must appear to-day, and in spirits too, if 
possible." 

He hurried away. A servant delivered to lady 

Sarah a number of notes and cards. The notes were 

notes of congratulation, from many of her acquaintance, 

upon the report in circulation, that her father was 

-immediately to be a marquis. The cards were horn. 
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people who were to be at her assembly that night. 
This was one of her nights, which were usually 
crowded. Lady Sarah's first wish was to write apo- 
logies^ and to say that she was not well enough to see 
company ; but^ recollecting that her husband had said> 
" he must appear, and in spirits too, if possible/' she 
thought that it might be more for their interest, and 
according to his wishes, that she should see company, 
and that no appearance of dejection should be dis- 
cerned in his wife. She prepared herself accordingly, 
and, with a heavy heart, walked through her splendid 
apartments, to see whether the decorations had been 
properly executed. • 

In the mean time Vivian dined at lord Gliston- 
bury*s, with a large ministerial party. As soon as he 
could after dinner, Vivian got away; and lord Glis- 
tonbury attributed his retiring early to the awkward- 
ness he might feel in the company of men whom he 
had, till now, so violently opposed. This his lordship 
thou^t a foolish yourlg man's feeling, which would 
soon wear away. Vivian returned home, anxious to 
escape from crowds, and to have some hours of leisure 
to pass alone ; but, the moment he entered his own 
house, he saw the great staircase lined with roses and 
orange-trees ; he found the rooms lighted up and pre- 
pared for company ; and lady Sarah dressed, for the 
first time, in all her mother's diamonds. 

" Good Heavens I — Do you see company to-night ?" 
cried he. 

" Yes; for I thou^it, my dear, that you would 
wish it." 

^' I wish it 1 — Oh ! if you knew how I wish to be 
alone !" 

" Then, as no on^ is yet oome, I can still shut my 
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doors^ and order them to say that I am not well enough 
to see company — I am sure it is true. Shall I ?" 

*' No, my dear, it is too late," said Vivian : ^' I am 
afraid it is impossible for you to do that." 

'^ Not impossible, if you wish it." 

" Well, do as you please." 

^^ Which is most for your interest? — I have no 
other pleasure." 

" You are too good to me, and I fear I shall never 
have it in my power to show you any gratitude " 

^' But decide which is best to be done, my dear," 
said lady Sarah. 

'* Why, my dear, I believe you judged rightly — 
see your friends, and make the best of it : but I can 
appear only for a moment ; I have business of conse- 
quence — ^letters — ^papers — that must be finished to- 
night ; and I must go now to my study." 

'^ You shall not be interrupted," said lady Sarah; 
^' I will exert myself as much as possible." 

A tremendous knock at the door. — Vivian passed 
through the saloon, and gained his study; where, 
after remaining for some time in painful reflection^ 
he was roused by hearing the clock strike twelve. He 
recollected that he had several arrangements to make 
in his affairs this night ; and that it was incumbent 
on him to sign and execute a will, which had been for 
some time in his possession, with certain blanks not 
yet filled up. His wife was, by his marriage settle- 
ments, amply provided for ; but he inserted in his will 
some clauses which he thought would add to her pe- 
culiar comfort, and took care to word them so, that 
his respect and esteem should be known hereafter to 
all the world ; and that, if he died, he should leave 
her the consolation of knowings that his last feelitiga 
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for her were those of gratitude and affection. To his 
mother he left all that was in his power to contri- 
bute to the ease of her declining years — often obliged 
to pause whilst he wrote, overcome by the thoughts 
of what her grief would be if he died. He left his 
friend Russell in remainder, to a considerable part of 
his estate ; and he was just adding the bequest of 
certain books, which they had read together in his 
better days, when the door of the study suddenly 
opened, and his mother entered. 

^' What is all this ?" cried she : " immersed in 
papers at such a time as this V 

" I so hate crowded assemblies," said Vivian, 
huddling his papers together, and advancing to meet 
his mother. 

'' So do I," said lady Mary ; '^ but I have been 
waiting with exemplary patience where I was sta- 
tioned by lady Sarah, at the card-table, every instant 
expecting your arrival, that I might have a few mi- 
nutes' conversation with you, and inquire how mat* 
tera went on at the house, and congratulate ** 

Before she had finished the word congratulate, she 
stopped short ; for she had, by this time, a fiill view 
of her son's countenance : and she knew that coun- 
tenance so well, that it was impossible to disguise it 
so as to deceive her maternal penetration. 

"My dear son!" said she, ''something is going 
wrong ; I conjure you, tell me what is the matter ?" 
—Her eye glanced upon the parchments, and she saw 
that it was a will. Vivian forced a laugh ; and asked 
her if she had the weakness some people felt, of dis- 
liking to see a will, or of fancying that a man was 
going to die if he made his wilL Then, to quiet her ap- 
prehensions, and to put a stop to her farther inquiries, 
he threw aside his papers, and returned witk bft:t \.<5i 
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£m, that hi* ckarmimg ^piHis dd^l i t e d all 
— hrtrrerted mo t a mi ag aar but tlie eiln— 1 
«f ^uctT ; but hk mntlirr saw tint bis wi i aiili ma 
imetd. She made i nmm ie s froan all tbe gnrtlfinm 
af bcr ae 4iniatafr aboot viiat bad pasnd tbe pre- 
ceding day, both at tbe bouse of oammoos, and t»-dajr 
at the dinner at krd GbstanbaiT's : but those who 
bad been at lord GlistonbiuT's dinocr aamred her 
that ererr thii^ bad been as amiraMe aa could be ; 
and bis ministerial friends said, that ererr thing bad 
gone on as smoothly as possible at the house : of what 
bad passed between Mr. Whartoo and Vivian in the 
coffee-room^ nobody could give her an aoooont. Raffled, 
but not satisfied, the anxious mother sent to the hotel 
where Mr. Russell lodged, to inquire whether he was 
returned to town, and to b^ to see him inmiediately. 
From him, she thought, she should learn the truth ; 
or, by his influence over her son, she hoped that, if 
there was any danger of a quarrel, it might be in 
time preyented. Her servant, however, brought word 
that Mr. Russell was not expected frmn the country 
till ten o'clock the next mining; but that her note 
would be given to him directly on his arrival. She 
applied herself next to the study of her daughter's 
countenance, whilst she asked two or three questions, 
calculated to discover whether lady Sarah was under 
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any anxiety about Vivian. But though lady Sarah's 
countenance exhibited not the slightest variation 
under this trials yet this tranquillity was by no means 
decisively satisfactory ; because^ whatever might be 
h^ internal agitation^ she knew that lady Sarah could 
maintain the same countenance. Lady Sarah^ who 
plainly discerned her mother's anxious curiosity^ 
thought it her duty to keep her husband's secrets ; 
and^ imagining that she knew the whole truths was 
not farther alarmed by these hints^ nor did they lead 
her to suspect the retJ state of the case. 

Lady Mary was at length tolerably well satisfied^ 
by a conversation with her son ; during the course of 

hich she settled in her imagination that he had 
only been inserting in his will a bequest to his fiiend 
Russell ; and that the depression Of his spirits arose 
from the struggle he had had in, determining to vote 
against his patriotic ideas. She rose to depart ; and 
Vivian^ as he conducted her down stairs^ and put her 
into her carriage^ could scarcely repress his feelings ; 
and he took so tender a leave of her^ that all her ap- 
prehensions revived ; but there was a cry of '^ Lady 
^•'^omebody* s carriage!" and lady Mary's coachman 
drove on immediately, without giving her time for one 
word more. After his mother's departure, Vivian, 
instead of returning to the company, went to his 
study, and took this opportunity of finishing his will ; 
but as the servants were all in attendance at supper, 
he could not get any body to witness it ; and for this 
he was obliged to wait till a very late hour, when all 
the company at last departed. The rattle of carriages 
at length died away ; and when all was silence, just 
as he was about to ring for his witnesses, he heard 
lady Sarah's step coming along the corridor towards 
the study: he went out immediately to tQL<^\.\2iK:(> 
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drew her arm within his affectionately^ and took two 
or three turns with her, up and down the empty 
saloon, whilst a servant was extinguishing the lights. 
Vivian's mind was so full, that he could not speak ; 
and he was scarcely conscious that he had not spoken, 
till lady Sarah broke the silence, by asking if he had 
finished his business. 

'' No, my dear, I have more to do yet ; but yott 
will oblige me if you will go to rest — you must be 
£Eitigued — ^mind and body." 

^' You seem fatigued almost to death," said lady 
^^ Sarah; and cannot you finish the remainder of your 
business as well to-morrow ?" 

'^ No," replied Vivian, *' it must be finished be- 
fore to-morrow* I am bound in duty to finish it 
before to-morrow." 

^^ If it is a point of duty, I have no more to say," 
replied lady Sarah ; '^ but," continued she, in a tone 
of proud humility, "but if I might so far intrixde 
upon your confidence, as to inquire " 

" Make no inquiries, my dear; for I cannot answer 
any, even of yours," said Vivian. ^' And let me beg 
of you to go to rest; my mind will then be more- 
at ease. I cannot command my thoughts whilst I am 
anxious about you ; and I am anxious — more anxiou» 
than ever I was in my life — about you at this mo- 
ment. You will oblige me if you ^wdll go to rest." t 

^^ I CANNOT rest, but I will leave you, since yon 
desire it — I have no idle curiosity — Good night !" 

" Good night ! and thank you once more, my ex- 
cellent wife, for all your kindness. 

" There cannot be a better woman !" said Viviaa 
to himself as she retired. Why have I nol^ loved her 
as she deserved to be loved? — Weak! — alas! weak, 
in every thing !— But what a pity that, with all her 
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virtues^ she has^ to the whole world but me^ such un- 
gracious manners! What a pity that^ with such 
powers to bear and forbear^ she has so little the talent 
of pleasing ! What a pity^ that a too rigid education 
has prevented her from being as agreeable and amiable 
as she is estimable ! But it ill becomes me to blame 
any one but myself. If I live, I will do my utmost 
to make her happy — if I live, I will yet repair all. 
And, if I die, she will have but little reason to de- 
plore the loss of such a husband." 

Vivian now executed his will — wrote several let- 
ters of business — burnt letters — arranged papers—- 
regretted that Russell, who was to be his executor, 
was not near him — ^made many bitter reflections on 
the past, many good resolutions for the future, in case 
he should survive ; then, overpowered with fat^ue of 
mind^ slept for some time, and was awakened by the 
clock's striking seven. By eight o'clock he was at 
the place appointed — Mr. Wharton appeared a few 
minutes afterwards. Their seconds having measured 
out the distance, they took their ground. As Vivian 
had given the challenge, Wharton had the first fire. 
He fired — Vivian staggered some paces back, fired 
his pistol into the air, and fell. The seconds ran to 
his assistance, and raised him from the ground. The 
bullet had entered his chest. He stretched out his 
hand to Mr. Wharton in token of forgiveness, and, 
as soon as he could speak, desired the seconds to re- 
member that it was he gave the challenge, and that 
he thought he deserved to bear the blame of the 
quarrel: Wharton, callous as he was, seemed struck 
with pity and remorse : he asked what friends Vivian 
would wish to have apprised of his situation. A sur- 
geon was in attendance. Vivian, faint from loss of 

VOL. IX. v> 
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bloody just pronounced Russell's name^ and the name 
of the hotel where he was to be founds adding^ ^' no- 
body else" Wharton rode off^ undertaking to find 
Mr. Russell ; and Vivian was carried into a little 
public-house^ by the orders of the surgeon^ who 
tliought that he could not bear the motion of a 
carriage. Wharton met Mr. Russell^ who was coming 
from town. He had come to London earlier than he 
had intended^ and, in consequence of lady Mary Vi- 
vian's note, which he had received immediately on 
his arrival, had made such inquiries as convinced him 
that her apprehensions were just ; and, having dis- 
covered the place where the parties were to meet^ he 
had hastened thither, in hopes of preventing the ^Eital 
event. The moment he saw Mr. Wharton, he knew 
that he was too late. Without asking any other 
question than, " Is Vivian alive ?" he pressed for- 
wards. The surgeon, who was the next person h^ 
saw, gave him no hopes of his friend's recovery, but 
said he might last till night, or linger perhaps for a 
day or two. Vivian had by this time recovered his 
senses and his speech ; but when Russell entered the 
room where he lay, he was so much struck by the 
grief in Russell's countenance that he could not re- 
collect any one of the many things he had to say. 
Russell, the firm Russell, was now quite overcome. 

" Yes, my dear friend," said Vivian, " this is the 
^nd of all your care — of all your hopes of me ! — Oh, 
my poor, poor mother ! Wliat will become of her ! 
Where can we find consolation for her ! — You and 
Selina Sidney ! You know how fond my mother was 
of her — how fond she was of my mother — ^till I, the 
cause of evil to all my friends, separated them. You 
must reunite them. You must repair all. This hope 
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—this hope of your haj^iiiess^ my beloved friends^ 

will soothe my last moments ! How much happier 

Selina will be with you than " 

Russell sobbed aloud. — " Yes, yield to your feel- 
ings, for I know how strong they are," said Vivian : 
" you, that have always felt more for me than I have 
ever felt for myself ! But it is well for you that my 
life ends ; for I have never been any thing but a tor- 
ment and a disgrace to you ! — And yet I had good 
dispositions ! — But there is not time for regret about 
myself; I have others to think of, better worth 
thinking of." 

Vivian called for pen, ink, and paper, had himself 
raised in his bed, and supported, whilst he wrote to 
Selina, and to his mother. 

" Do not stop me," cried he to Russell : " it is 
the only act of friendship— the only thing I can do 
in this world now with pleasure, and let me do it." 

Hi3 notes contained nearly what he had just said 
to Russell — he put them open into his friend's hand ; 
then, good-natured to the last, Vivian took up his 
pen again, with no small difficulty, and wrote a few 
affectionate words to his wife. '^She well deserves 
this from me," said he. " Be a friend to her, Rus- 
sell — when I am gone, she will, I know, want con- 
solation." After Russell had assured him that he 
would do all he desired, Vivian said, " I believe there 
is no one else in the world who will re^et my death, 
except, perhaps, lady Julia Lidhurst. How generous 
she was to forgive me ! — Tell her, I remembered it 
when I was dying ! — Weakness, weakness of mind ! 

— the cause of all my errors ! Oh, R^issell ! how 

well you knew me from the first !— But all is over now ! 
— My experience can be of no Ulse to me — I wish it 
could be useful to others — thereate\IbLOiaa»XL'^<^^^w»N% 
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men like me. Eveiy thing swims before my eyes. 

One oomfbrt is, I have not the blood of a fellow- 
creature to answer for. My greatest error was making 
that profligate man my friend — ^he was my ruin. I 
little thought, a few years ago, that I should die by his 
hand — but I fwgiye him, as I hope to be forgiven 
myself! Is the clergyman who was sent for come? 
— My dear Russell, this would be too severe a task 
for vou. He is come ? — Then let me see him." 

Vivian was left for some time to his private de- 
votions. The clergyman afterwards summoned Rus- 
sell to return : — ^he found his friend calmed and re- 
signed. Vivian stretched out his hand — thanked him 
once more — and expired ! 

" Oh ! worthy of a better fate !" thought Russell. 
— '* With such a heart ! — ^With such talents ! — And 

so young ! — ^With only one fault of character ! 

Oh, my friend ! is it all over ? — and aU in vain ?** 

Vivian's mother and widow arrived just at this 
moment; and Russell and lord Glistonbury, who 
followed breathless, could not stop them from enter- 
ing the apartment. The mother's grief bordered on 
distraction; but it found relief in tears and cries. 
Lady Sarah shed no tear, and uttered no exclamation ; 
but advancing, insensible of all opposition, to the bed 
on which her dead husband layj tried whether there 
was any pulse, any breath left; then knelt down 
beside him in silent devotion. Lord Glistonbury 
striking his forehead continually, and striding up and 
down the room, repeated, " I killed him ! — I killed 
him ! — I was the cause of his death ! — My victim ! — 
My victim ! — But take her away ! — Take her away 
— I cannot. — For mercy's sake, force her away, Mr. 
Russell ! Then I must " 

" There is no need of force," said lady Sarah, 



VIVIAN. 293 

risings as her fetlier approached; ^^I am going to 

leave my husband for ever.'* Then, turning to 

Mr. Russell, she inquired if his friend Had left any 
message or letter for her — desired to see the letter — 
retired with it — still without shedding a tear — a few 
hours afterwards was taken ill, and, before night, 
was delivered of a dead son. Lady Sarah survived, 
but has never since appeared in what is called the 

WORLD. 
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*' I AM young, I am in good health/' said Emilie 
de Coulanges ; '^ I am not to be pitied. But my 
poor mamma, who has been used all her life to such 
luxuries ! And now to have only her Emilie to wait 
upon her! Her Emilie^ who is but an awkward 
femme de chambre ! But she will improve, it must 
be hoped ; and as to the rest, things, which are now 
always changing, and which cannot change for the 
worse, must soon in&Uibly change for the better-— 
and mamma will certainly recover all her property, 
one of these days. In the mean time (if mamma is 
tolerably well), we shall be perfectly happy in Eng- 
land — ^that charming country, which, perhaps, we 
should never have seen but for this terrible revolu- 
tion! — Here we shall assuredly find friends. The 
English are such good people! — Cold, indeed, at 
first — that's their misfortune : but then the English 
coldness is of manner, not of heart. Time immemo^ 
rial, they have been famous for making the best 
friends in the world ; and even to us, who are their 
natural enemies, they are generous in our distress. 
I have heard innumerable instances of their hospi- 
tality to our emi^ants ; and mamma will certainly not 
be the first exception. At her Hotel de Coulanges, 
she always received the English witk 4M>\i\\\^\v^^ 
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attention; and though our hotels with half Paris^ 
has changed its name since those days, the English 
have too good memories to forget it, I am sure." 

By such speeches Emilie endeavoured to revive her 
mother's spirits. To a most affectionate disposition 
and a feeling heart she joined aU the characteristic 
and constitutional gaiety of her nation; a gaiety 
which, under the pressure of misfortune, merits tbs 
ncune of philosophy, since it produces all the effects 
and is not attended with any of the parade of 
stoicism. 

Emilie de Coulanges was a young French emigrant, 
of a noble family, and heiress to a large estate ; but 
the property of her family had been confiscated during 
the revolution. She and her mother, la comtesse de 
Coulanges, made their escape to England. Madame 
de Coulanges was in feeble health, and much di- 
spirited by the sudden loss of rank and fortune. 
Mademoiselle de Coulanges felt the change more for 
her mother than for herself; she always spoke of her 
mother's misfortunes, never of her own. 

Upon their arrival in London, Emilie, full of life 
and hope, went to present some of her mother's let- 
ters of recommendation. One of them was addressed 
to Mrs. Somers. . Mademoiselle de Coulanges was 
particularly delighted by the maimer in which she 
was received by this lady. 

^ No English coldness ! — no English reserve !— 
So warm in her expressions of kindness ! — so eager 
in her offers of service!" Emilie could speak of 
nothing for the remainder of the day, but " cette 
diarmante madame Somers!" The next day, and 
the next, and the next, she found increasing reasons 
to think her charming. Mrs. Somers exerted herself, 
indeed, with the most benevolent activity, to procure 
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for madame de Coulanges every thing that could be 
convenient or agreeable. She prepared apartments 
in her own house for the mother and daughter^ whjch 
she absolutely insisted upon their occupying im- 
mediately: she assured them that they should not 
be treated as visitors^ but as inmates and friends of 
the family. She pressed her invitation with such 
earnestness^ and so politely urged her absolute right 
to show her remembrance of the civilities which she 
had received at Paris^ that there was no possibility of 
persisting in a refusal. The pride of high birth 
would have revolted at the idea of becoming de- 
pendent^ but all such thoughts were precluded by the 
manner in which Mrs. Somers spoke ; and the corn^ 
tesse de Coulanges accepted of the invitation^ resolv- 
ing, however^ not to prolong her stay^ if affairs in her 
own country should not take a favourable turn. She 
expected remittances from a Paris banker, with whom 
slie had lodged a considerable sum — all that could be 
saved in ready money, in jewels, &c. from the wreck 
of her fortune : with this sum, if she should find all 
schemes of returning to France and recovering her 
property impracticable, she determined to live, in 
some retired part of England, in the most economic 
manner possible. But, in the mean time, as economy 
had never been either her theory or her practice, and 
as she considered retreat from the world as the worst 
thing, next to death, that could befidl a woman, she 
was glad to put off the evil hour. She acknowledged 
that ill health made her look some years older than 
she really was ; but she could not think herself yet , 
M enough to become devout; and, till that crisis 
arrived, she, of course, would not willingly be ba- 
nished from society. So that, upon the whole, she 
was well satisfied to find herself es<&\A^s^<A \sl^^SS:c^« 
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Somers's excellent house ; where, but for the want of 
three antechambers, and of the Parisian quantity of 
looking-glass on every side of every apartment, la 
comtesse might have fancied herself at her own Hotel 
de Coulanges. Emilie would have been better con- 
tented to have been lodged and treated with less 
magnificence; but she rejoiced to see that her mo- 
ther was pleased, and that she became freer from her 
vapeurs noirs*, Emilie began to love Mrs. Somers 
for making her mother well and happy — ^to love her 
with all the fearless enthusiasm of a young, generous 
mind, which accepts of obligation without any idea 
that gratitude may become burdensome. Mrs. Somers 
excited not only affection — she inspired admiration. 
CSapable of the utmost exertion and of the most noble 
sacrifices for her friends, the indulgence of her ge- 
nerosity seemed not only to be the greatest pleasure 
of her soul, but absolutely necessary to her nature. 
To attempt to restrain her liberality was to provoke 
her indignation, or to incur her contempt. To refuse 
her benefits was to forfeit her friendship. She grew 
extremely fond of her present guests, because, with- 
out resistance, they permitted her to load them with 
favours. According to her custom, she found a 
thousand perfections in those whom she obliged. She 
had considered la comtesse de Coulanges, when she 
knew her at Paris, as a very well-bred woman, but 
as nothing more ; yet now she discovered that ma- 
dame^ de Coulanges had a superior understanding 
and great strength of mind ; — ^and Emilie, who had 
pleased her when a child, only by the ingenuous 
sweetness of her disposition and vivacity of her man- 
ners, was now become a complete angel — ^no angel 

* Vapeurs noirs — ^vulgarly known by the name of bltte devib. 
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had ever such a variety of accomplishments — none 
but an angel could possess such a combination of vir- 
tues. Mrs. Somers introduced her charming and 
noble emigrants to all her numerous and fashionable 
acquaintance; and she would certainly have quar- 
relled with any one who did not at least appear to 
sympathise in her sentiments. Fortunately there 
was no necessity for quarreUing; these foreigners 
were well received in every company, and Emilie 
pleased universally; or, as madame de Coulange^ 
expressed it, " Elle avoit des grands succes dans la 
societe." The French comtesse herself could hardly 
give more emphatic importance to the untranslateable 
word succes than Mrs. Somers annexed to it upon 
this occasion. She was proud of producing Emilie 
as her protegee ; and the approbation of others in- 
creased her own enthusiasm.: much as she did for her 
favourite, she longed to do more. — An opportunity 
soon presented itself. 

One evening, after madame de Coulanges had ac- 
tually tired herself with talking to the crowd, which 
her vivacity, grace, and volubility had attracted about 
her sofa, she ran to entrench herself in an arm-chair 
by the fireside, sprinkled the floor round her with 
eau de senteur, drew, with her pretty foot, a line of 
circumvallation, and then, shaking her tiny fan at 
the host of assailants, she forbade them, under pain 
of her sovereign displeasure, to venture within the 
magic circle, or to torment her by one more question 
or compliment. It was now absolutely necessary to 
be serious, and to study the politics of Europe, She 
called for the French newspapers, which Mrs. Somers 
had on purpose for her ; and, provided with a pinch 
of snufF, from the ever-ready box of a French abbe, 
whose arm was permitted to cross the Mva oiisscfict'^sw- 
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tion^ madame de Coulanges began to study. Silence 
ensued — for novelty always produces silence in the 
first instant of surprise. An English gentleman 
wrote on the back of a letter an offer to his neighbour 
of a wager^ that the silence would be first broken by 
the French countess^ and that it could not last above 
two minutes. The wager was accepted, and watches 
were produced. Before the two minutes had expired, 
the pinch of snuff dropped from the countess's fingers, 
and, clasping her hands together, she exclaimed " Ah ! 

del !" The surrounding gentlemen, who were full 

of their wager, and who had heard from the lady, 
during the course of the evening, at least a dozen 
exclamations of nearly equal vehemence about the 
merest trifles, were more amused than alarmed at this 
instant : but Emilie, who knew her mother's counte- 
nance, and who saw the sudden change in it, pressed 
through the circle, and just caught her mother in her 
arms as she fainted. Mrs. Somers, much alarmed, 
hastened to her assistance. The countess was carried 
out of the room, and every body was full of pity and 
of curiosity. When madame de Coulanges recovered 
frwn her fainting fit, she was seized with ouq of her 
nervous attacks ; so that no explanation could be ob- 
tained. Emilie and Mrs. Somers looked over the 
French paper, but could not find any paragraph un- 
usually alarming. At length, more composed, the 
countess apologized for the disturbance which she 
had occasioned ; thanked Mrs. Somers repeatedly for 
her kindness ; but spoke in a hurried manner, as if 
she did not well know what she said. She concluded 
by declaring that she was subject to these nervous 
attacks, that she should be quite well the next morn- 
ing, and that she did not wish that any one should 
sit up with her during the night except Emilie^ who 



EMILIE DE COULANGES. 303 

was used to her ways. With that true politeness 
which understands quickly the feelings and wishes 
of others^ Mrs. Somers forbore to make any ill-timed 
inquiries or officious offers of assistance; but im- 
mediately retired, and ordered the attendants to leave 
the room, that madame Coulanges and her daughter 
might be at perfect liberty. Early in the morning, 
Mrs. Somers heard somebody knock softly at her 
door. It was Emilie. 

" Mrs. Masham told me that you were awake^ 
madam, or I should not " 

" Come in, come in, my dearest Emilie — I am 
awake — ^wide awake. Is your mother better ?'* 

" Alas ! no, madam !'* 

'' Sit down, my dear, and do not caU me madam, 
so coldly. — I do not deserve it." 

" My dear friend ! friend of mamma ! my dearest 
friend !" cried Emilie, bursting into tears, and seizing 
Mrs. Somers's hand, *^ do not accuse me of coldness 
to you. I am always afraid that my French ex- 
pressions should sound exaggerated to English ears, 
and that you should think I say too much to be 
sincere in expressing my gratitude." 

" My sweet Emilie, who could doubt your sin- 
cerity ? — ^none but a brute or a fool : but do not talk 
to me of gratitude." 

'' I must," said Emilie ; " for I feel it." 

" Prove it to me, then, in the manner I like best- 
in the only manner I like — by putting it in my power 
to serve you. I do not intrude upon your mother's 
confidence — I make no inquiries; but do me the 
•justice to tell me how I can be of use to her— or 
rather to you. From you I expect frankness. Com- 
mand my fortune, my time, my credit, my utmost 
exertions— they are jJl, they ever hax^ \^\v, "^^ 
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ever sliall be^ whilst I have life> at the command of 
my friends. And are not you my friend ?" 

'^ Generous lady ! — You overpower me with your 
goodness." 

'^ No praises^ no speeches ! — Actions for me i— - 
Tell me how I can serve you." 

'^ Alas ! you, even you, can do us no good in this 
business." 

'* That I will never believe, till I know the bu- 
siness." 

^' The worst of it is," said Emilie, " that we must 
leave you." 

" Leave me ! Impossible !" cried Mrs. Somers, 
starting up. — " You shall not leave me, that I am 
determined upon. Why cannot you speak out at 
once, and tell me what is the matter, Emilie ? How 
can I act, unless I am trusted ? and who deserves to 
be trusted by you, if I do not ?" 

'^ Assuredly nobody deserves it better ; and if it 
were only my affair, dear Mrs. Somers, you should 
have known it as soon as I knew it myself; but it is 
mamma's, more than mine. 

" Madame la comtesse, then, does not think me 
worthy of her confidence," said Mrs. Somers, in a 
haughty tone, whilst displeasure clouded her whole 
countenance. '^ Is that what I am to understand 
from you, mademoiselle de Coulanges ?" 

*' No, no ; that is not what you are to understand, 
dear madam — ^my dear friend, I should say," cried 
Emilie, alarmed. ^^ Certainly I have explained my- 
self ill, or you could not suspect mamma for a mo- 
ment of such injustice. She knows you to be most 
worthy of her confidence ; but on this occasion her 
reserve, believe me, proceeds solely from motives of 
delicacy, which you could not but approve." 
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'^ Motives of delicacy, my dear Emilie/' said Mrs. 
Somers, softening her tone, but stiU with an air of 
dissatisfaction — " motives of delicacy, my dear Emilie, 
are mighty pretty sounding words ; and, at your age, 
I used to think them mighty grand things ; but I 
have long since found out that inotives of delicacy 
are usually the excuse of weak minds for not speaking 
the plain truth to their friends. People quit the 
straight path from motives of delicacy, may be, to a 
worm or a beetle — vulgar souls, observe, I rank only 
as worms and beetles; they cross our path every 
instant in life ; and those who fear to give them 
offence must deviate and deviate, till they get into 
a labyrinth, from which they can never extricate 
themselves or be extricated. My Emilie, I am sure, 
will always keep the straight road — I know her 
strength of mind. Indeed, I did expect strength of 
mind from her mother ; but, like all who have lived 
a great deal in the world, she. is, I fin4> a slave to 
motives of delicacy." 

" Mamma's delicacy is of a very differe^t sort 
from what you describe, and what you dislike," said 
Emilie. " But since persisting in her reserve 
would, as I see, offend one whom she would be most 
sorry to displease, permit me to go, this moment, and 
persuade her to let me tell you the simple truth." 

^* Go— nm, my dear. Now I know my Emilie 
again. Now I shall be able to do some good." 

By the time that Emilie returned, Mrs. Somers 
was dressed : she had dressed in the greatest hurry 
imaginable, that she might be ready for action, in- 
stantaneous action, if the service of her friends, as 
she hoped, required it. Emilie brought the news- 
paper in her hand, which her mother had been reading 
the preceding night. 

VOL. IX. "X- 
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" Here is all the mystery/' said she, pointing to 
a paragraph which announced the failure of a Paris 
banker. " Mamma lodged all the money she had 
left in this man's hands." 

'' And is that all ? — I really expected something 
much more terrible." 

" It is terrible to mamma ; because depending on 
this man's punctuality, she has bought in London 
clothes and trinkets— chiefly for me indeed — and she 
has no immediate means of paying these debts. But, 
if she will only keep her mind tranquil, all will yet 
be well. You flatter me that I play tolerably on the 
piano-forte and the harp ; you will recommend me, 
and I can endeavour to teach music. So that, if 
mamma will but be well, we shall not be in any great 
distress— except in leaving you : that is painful, but 
must be done. Yes, it absolutely must. Mamma 
knows what is proper, and so do I. We are not 
people to encroach upon the generosity of our friends. 
I need not say more; for I am sure that Mrs. Somers, 
who is ^herself so well-bom and well-educated/ must 
understand and approve of mamma's way of thinking." 

Mrs. Somers replied not one word, but rang her 
bell violently— ordered her carriage. 

" Do not you breakfast, madam, before you go 
out }" said the servant. 

" No— no." 

" Not a dish of chocolate, ma'am ?" 

^'My carriage, I tell you. Emilie, you have 

been up all night : I insist upon your going to bed 
this minute, and upon your sleeping till I come back 
again. La comtesse always breakfasts in her own 
room ; so I have no apologies to make for leaving 
her. I shall be at home before her toilette is finished, 
^ and hope she will then peTinit me to ^ay my respects to 
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her — you will tell her so, my dear. I must be gone 
instantly. Why will not they let me have this car- 
riage ? — Where are those gloves of mine ? — and the 
key of my writing-desk ? — King again for the coach." 

Between the acting of a generous thing and the 
first motion, all the interim was/ with Mrs. Somers, 
a delicious phantasma; and her ideas of time and 
distance were as extravagant as those of a person in 
a dream. She very nearly ran over Emilie in her 
way do^n stairs, and then said, " Oh ! I beg pardon 
a thousand times, my dear !*— I thought you had been 
in bed an hour ago." 

The toilette of madame de Coulanges, this morning, 
went on at the usual rate. Whether in adversity or 
prosperity, this was, to la comtesse, an elaborate but 
never a tedious work. Long as it had lasted, it was, 
however, finished ; and she had full leisure for a fit 
and a half of the vapours, before Mrs. Somers re- 
turned — she came in with a face radiant with joy. 

'' Fortunately, most fortunately," cried she, " I 
have it in my power to repair the loss occasioned by 
the failure of this good-for-nothing banker ! Nay, 
positively, madame de Coulanges, I must not be 
refused," continued she, in a peremptory manner. 
'' You make an enemy, if you refuse a friend." 

She laid a pocket-book on the table, and left the 
room instantly. The pocket-book contained notes to 
a very considerable amount, surpassing the sum which 
madame de Coulanges had lost by her banker ; and, 
on a scrap of paper, was written in pencil, " Madame 
de Coulanges must never return this sum, for it is 
utterly useless to Mrs. Somers ; as the superfluities 
it was appropriated to purchase are now in the pos- 
session of one who will not sell them." 

Astonished equally at tl\e Tcv^"^\\i\3Afc ^x;^^ '^'^ 
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manner of the gift^ madame de Conlanges repeated^ 
a million of times^ that it was *' noble ! tres > noble ! 
one belle action !"— that she could not possibly accept 
of sach an obligation — ^that she could not tell how to 
refuse it — ^that Mrs. Somers was the most generous 
woman upon earth— 4;hat Mrs. Somers had thrown 
her into a terrible embarrassment. 

Then la comtesse had recourse to her smelling- 
bottle^ consulted Emilie's eyes^ and answered them. 

*' Child ! I have no thoughts of accepting ; but 
I only ask you how I can refuse^ after what has been 
said^ without making Mrs. Somers my enemy ? You 
see her humour — ^English humours must not be trifled 
with — ^her humour^ you see, is to give. It is a shock- 
ing thing for people of our birth to be reduced to 
receive, but we cannot avoid it without losing Mrs. 
Somers's friendship entirely; and that is what you 
would not wish to do, EmiUe." 

" Oh ! no, indeed !" 

'' Now we must be under obligations to our mil- 
liner and jeweller, if we do not pay them immediately ; 
for these sort of people call it a favour to give credit 
for a length of time : and I really think t^t it is 
much better to be indebted to Mrs. Somers than to 
absolute strangers and to rude tradespeople. It is 
always best to have to deal with polite persons.'* 

" And with generous persons !" cried Emilie ; 
'' and a more generous person than Mrs. Somers, 
I am sure, cannot exist." 

^^ And then," continued madame de Coulanges, 
'^ like all these rich English, she can afford to be ge- 
nerous. I am persuaded that this Mrs. Somers is as 
rich as a Russian princess ,* yes, as rich as the Russian 
princess with the superb diadem of diamonds. You 
rememher her at Paris ?" 
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No^ mamma> I forget her/* answered Emilie^ 
with a look of absence of mind. 

" Bon Dieu! what can you be thinking of!" ex- 
claimed madame de Coulanges — '^ You forget the 
Russian princess^ with the diamond diadem^ that was 
valued at 200,000 livres ! — She wore it at her pre- 
sentation — it was the conversation of Paris for a week : 
you must recollect it> Emilie ?" 

" Oh! yes ; I recollect something about its cutting 
her forehead." 

" Not at all, my dear ; how you exaggerate I The 
princess only complained, by way of something to 
say, that the weight of the diamonds made her head 
ache." 

" Was that all ?" 

" That was alL But I will tell you what you 
are thinking of, Emilie — quite another thing — quite 
another person — Abroad madame Vanderbenbruggen ; 
her diamonds were not worth looking at ; and they 
were so horribly set, that she deserved all manner of 
misfortunes, and to be disgraced in public, as she was. 
For you know the bandeau slipt over her great fore- 
head ; and instead of turning to the gentlemen, and 
ordering some man of sense to arrange her head- 
dress, ^e kept holding her stiff neck stock still, like 
an idiot ; she actually sat, with the patience of a 
martyr, two immense hours, till somebody cried, 
' Ah ! madame, here is the blood coming !' I see her 
before me this instant. Is it possible, my dear 
Emilie, that you do not remember the difference 
between this buche of a madame Vanderbenbruggen, 
and our charming princess ? but you are as dull as 
madame Vanderbenbruggen herself, this morning." 
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The vivacious countess having once seized upon 
the ideas of madame Vanderhenbruggen^ the charm- 
ing princess^ and the fine diamonds^ it was some time 
before Emilie could recall her to the order of the day 
— ^to the recollection of her banker*s failure^ and of 
the necessity of giving an answer to generous Mrs. 
Somers. The decision of madame de Coulanges was^ 
probably^ at last^ influenced materially by the gay 
ideas of '' stars and dukes^ and all their sweeping 
train^" associated with madame Vanderbenbruggen's 
image. The countess observed^ that^ after the style 
in which she had been used to live in the first com- 
pany at Paris^ it would be worse than death to be 
buried alive in some obscure country town in Eng- 
land ; and that she would rather see Emilie guillo- 
tined at once^ than condemned^ with all her grace and 
talents^ to work^ like a galley slave^ at a tambour 
frame for her bread all the days of her life. 

Emilie assured her mother that she should cheer- 
fully submit to much greater evils than that of work- 
ing at a tambour frame ; and that^ as far as her own 
feelings were concerned^ she should infinitely prefer 
living by labour to becoming dependent. She there- 
fore entreated that her mother might not^ from any 
false tenderness for her Emilie^ decide contrary to 
her own principles or wishes. 

Madame de Coulanges^ after looking in the glass^ 
at length determined that it would be best to accept 
of Mrs. Somers's generous offer; and Emilie, who 
usually contrived to find something agreeable in all 
her mother's decisions^ rejoiced, that, by this deter- 
mination, Mrs. Somers at least would be pleased. 
]\Irs. Somers, indeed, was highly gratified ; and her 
expressions of satisfaction were so warm, that any 
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body would have thought she was the person receiv- 
ing, instead of conferring a great favour. She thanked 
Emilie, in particular, for having vanquished her mo- 
ther's false delicacy. Emilie blushed at hearing this 
undeserved praise; and assured Mrs. Somers that 
all the merit was her mother's. 

" What !" cried Mrs. Somers hastily, *' was it con- 
trary to your opinion ? — ^Were you treacherous — were 
you my enemy — mademoiselle de Coulanges ?" 

Emilie replied, that she had left the decision to her 
mother ; that she confessed she had felt some reluct- 
ance to receive a pecuniary obligation, even from 
Mrs. Somers ; but that she had rather be obliged to 
her than to any body in the world, except to her 
mamma. 

This explanation was not perfectly satisfactory to 
Mrs. Somers, and there was a marked coldness in her 
manner towards Emilie during the remainder of the 
day. Her affectionate and grateful disposition made 
her extremely sensible to this change ; and, when she 
retired to her own room at night, she sat down be- 
side her bed, and shed tears for the first time since 
she had been in England. Mrs. Somers happened to 
go into Emilie's room to leave some message for ma- 
dame de Coulanges — she found Emilie in tears — ^in- 
quired the cause — ^was touched and flattered by her 
sensibility — kissed her — blamed herself— confessed 
she had been extremely unreasonable — acknowledged 
that her temper was naturally too hasty and suscep- 
tible, especially with those she loved — ^but assured 
Emilie that this, which had been their first, should 
be their last quarrel. A rash promise, considering 
the circumstances in which they were both plaped. 
Those who receive and those who confer great favours 
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are both in difficult situations ; but the part of the 
benefactor is the most difficult to support with pro- 
priety. What a combination of rare qualities is essen- 
tial for this purpose ! Amongst others^ sense^ deli- 
cacy^ and temper. Mrs. Somers possessed all but the 
last ; and^ unluckily^ she was not sensible of the im- 
portance of this deficiency. Confident and proud^ 
that^ upon all the grand occasions where the hiunan 
heart is put to the trials she could display superior 
generosity^ she disdained attention to the minutiae of 
kindness. This was inconvenient to her friends; 
because occasion for a great sacrifice of the heart 
occurs^ perhaps^ but once in a life^ whilst small sa- 
crifices of temper are requisite every day, and every 
hour *. 

Mrs. Somers had concealed from madame de Cou- 
langes and from Emilie the full extent of their obliga- 
tion : she told them, that the sum of money which 
she offered had become useless to her, because it had 
been destined for the purchase of some superfluities, 
which were now in the possession of another person. 
The fact was, that she had been in treaty for two fine 

* Since this was written, the author has seen the same thoughts 
so much better expressed in the following lines, that she cannot 
forbear to quote them : 

Since trifles make the sum of human things. 
And half our misery from our foibles springs ; 
Since life*s best joys consist in peace and ease. 
And few can save or serve, but all may please : 
Oh ! let th' ungentle spirit leam from hence, 
A small unkindness is a great offence. 
Large bounties to bestow we wish in vain ; 
But all may shun the guilt of giving pain. 

Sensibility. By Mrs, H, More, 
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pictures, a Guido and a Correggio; these pictures 
might have been hers, but that, on the morning when 
she heard of the failure of the banker of madame de 
Coulanges, she had hastened to prevent the money 
from being paid for them. She was extremely fona 
of paintings, and had long and earnestly desired to 
possess these celebrated pictures; so that she had 
really made a great sacrifice of her taste and of her 
vanity. For some time she was satisfied with her 
own self-complacent reflections; but presently she 
began to be displeased that madame de Coulanges and 
Emilie did not see the full extent of her sacrifice. 
She became provoked by their want of penetration in 
not discovering all that she studiouslv concealed ; end 
her mind, going on rapidly from one step to another, 
decided that this want of penetration arose from a de- 
ficiency of sensibility. 

One day, some of her visitors, who were admiring 
the taste with which she had newly furnished a room, 
inquired for what those two compartments were in- 
tended, looking at the compartments which had been 
prepared for the fetmous pictures. Mrs. Somers re- 
plied, that she had not yet determined what she 
should put there : she glanced her eye upon madame 
de Coulanges and upon Emilie, to observe whether 
thejjelt as they ought to do, Madame de Coulanges^ 
imagining that an appeal was made to her taste, de- 
cidedly answered, that nothing would have so fine an 
effect as handsome looking-glasses : ^^ Such," added 
she, " as we have at Paris. No house is furnished 
without them — they are absolute necessaries of life. 
And, no doubt, these places were originally intended 
for mirrors.'* 

^^ No," said Mrs. Somers, dryly, and with a look of 
great displeasure—^^ No, madame la comte&sft) tK<5jsfc 
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places were not originally intended for looking- 
glasses." 

The countess secretly despised Mrs. Somers for 
her want of taste ; but, being too well bred to dispute 
the point, she confessed that she was no judge — that 
she knew nothing of the matter ; and then imme- 
diately turned to her abbe, and asked him if he re- 
meml)ered the superb mirrors in madame de V— — 's 
charming house on the Boulevards. " It is,*' said she, 
" in my opinion, one of the very best houses in Paris. 
There you enter the principal apartments by an ante- 
chamber, such as you ought to see in a great house, 
with real ottomanes, covered with buff trimmed with 
black velvet ; and then you pass through the spacious 
salle a manger and the delightful saloon, hung with 
blue silk, to the hijou of a boudoir, that looks out 
upon the garden, with the windows shaded by the 
most beautiful flowering shrubs in summer, and in 
winter adorned with exotics. Then you see, through 
the plate-glass door of the boudoir, into the gallery 
of paintings — I call it a gallery, but it is in fact a de- 
lightful room, not a gallery — ^where you are not to 
perish with cold, whilst you admire the magnificence 
of the place. Not at all : it is warmed by a large 
stove, and you may examine the fine pictures at your 
ease, or, as you English would say, in comfort. This 

gallery must have cost M. de V an immense 

sum. The connoisseurs say that it is really the best 
collection of Flemish pictures in the possession of 
any individual in France. By the by, Mrs. Somers, 
there is, amongst others, an excellent Van Dyck, a 
portrait of your Charles the First, when a boy, which 
I wonder that none of you rich English have pur- 
chased." 

The countenance of Mrs. Somers had clouded over 
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more and more daring this speech ; but the heedless 
countess went on, with her usual volubility* 

^' Yet, no doubt, M. de V would not sell 

this Van Dyck : but he would, I am told, part with 
his superb collection of prints, which cost him 30,000 
of your pounds. He must look for a purchaser 
amongst those Polish and Russian princes who have 
nothing to do with their riches — for instance, my 
friend Lewenhof, who complained that he was not 
able to spend half his income in Paris ; that he could 
not contrive to give an entertainment that cost him 
money enough. What can he do better than com- 
mence amateur ? — then he might throw away money 
as fast as his heart could wish. M. TAbb^, why do 
not you, or some man of letters, write directly, and 
advise him to this, for the good of his country ? What 
a figure those prints would make in Petersburgh !— - 
and how they would polish the Russians ! But, as a 
good Frenchwoman, I ought to wish them to remain 
at Paris — they certainly cannot be better than where 
they are." 

" True," cried Emilie, " they cannot be better than 
where they are, in the possession of those generottd 
friends. I used to love to see madame de V , 
in the midst of all her fine things, of which she 
thought so little. I never saw a woman (did you, 
mamma?) who seemed better suited to be mistress of 
a large fortune — no ostentation — ^no formality ; but 
so easy, and so desirous that every body round her 
should enjoy all the advantages of her wealth. Her 
very looks are enough to make one happy — all radiant 
with good-humoured benevolence. I am sure one 

might always salute madame de V with the 

Chinese compliment, ^ Felicity is painted in your 
countenance.' " 



3^16 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

This was a compliment which could not be paid to 
Mrs. Somers at the present instant ; for her counte- 
nance was as little expressive of felicity as conld well 
be imagined. Emilie^ who suddenly turned and saw 
it^ was so much struck^ that she became immediately 
silent. There was a dead pause in the conversation. 
Madame de Coulanges was the only unembarrassed 
person in company; she was very contentedly ar- 
ranging her hair upon her forehead opposite to a look-, 
ing-glass. Mrs. Somers broke the silence by ob- 
serving^ that, in her opinion^ there was no occasion 
for more mirrors in this lOom ; and she added^ in a 
voice of suppressed anger^ ^^ I did originally intend to 
have filled those unfortunate blanks with something 
more to my taste." 

Madame de Coulanges was too much occupied with 
her ringlets to hear or heed this speech. Mrs. Somers 
fixed her indignant eyes upon Emilie^ who^ perceiv- 
ing that she was offended^ yet not knowing by 
what, looked embarrassed^ and simply answered^ 
" Did you ?" 

This reply^ which seemed as neutral as words 
could make it^ and which was uttered not only with 
a pacific but with an intimidated tone^ incensed Mrs. 
Somers beyond measure. It put the finishing stroke 
to the whole conversation. All that had been said 
about elegant houses — ^antechambers — mirrors — ^pic^ 
tures — amateurs — throwing away money; and the 

generous madame de V , who was always good" 

humoured, Mrs. Somers fancied was meant for her. 
She decided that it was absolutely impossible that 
Emilie could be so stupid as not to have perfectly 
understood that the compartments had been prepared 
for the Guido and Correggio^ which she had so ge- 
nerously sacrificed ; and the total want of feeling — of 
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common civility— evinced by Emilie's reply, was 
astonishing^ was incomprdiensible. 

The more she reflected upon the words, the more 
of artifice, of duplicity, of ingratitude, of insult, of 
meanness, she discovered in them. In her cold fits of 
ill-hun^our, this lady was prone to degrade, as mon- 
sters below the standard of humanity, those whom, in 
the warmth of her enthusiasm, she had exalted t^ 
the state of angelic perfection. Emilie, though aware 
that she had unweetingly ofifended, was not aware how 
low she had sunk in her friend's opinion: she en- 
deavoured, by playful wit and caresses, to atone for 
her fault, and to reinstate herself in her favour. But 
playful wit and caresses were aggravating crimes: 
they were proofs of obstinacy in deceit, of a callous 
conscience, and of a heart that was not to be touched 
by the marked displeasure of a benefactress. Three 
days and three nights did the displeasure of Mrs. 
Somers continue in full force, and manifest itself by 
a variety of signs, which were lost upon madame de 
Coulanges, but which were all intelligible to poor 
Emilie. She made several attempts to bring on an 
explanation, by saying, '' Are you not well ? — Is any 
thing the matter, dear Mrs. Somers?" But these 
questions were always coldly answered by, ^' I am 
perfectly well, I thank you, mademoiselle de Cou- 
langes — ^why should you imagine that any thing is 
the matter with me ?'* 

At the end of the third day of reprobation, Emilie, 
who could no longer endure this state, resolved to 
take courage and to ask pardon for her unknown 
oifence. That night she went, trembling like a real 
criminal, into Mrs. Somers's dressing-room, kissed 
her forehead, and said, " I hope you have not such a 
head-*ache as I have }" 



) 



318 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

" Have you the head-ache ? — I am sorry for that," 
said Mrs. Somers ; but you should take something for 
it— what will you take ?*' 

" I will take nothing, except — your forgiveness/* 

" My forgiveness ! — you astonish me, mademoiselle 
de Coulanges ! I am sure that I ought to ask yours, 
if I have said a word that could possibly give you 
treason to imagine I am angry — I really am not con- 
scious of any such thing ; but if you will point it out 
to me " 

'' You cannot imagine that I come to accuse you, 
dear Mrs. Somers ; I do not attempt even to justify 
myself: I am convinced that, if you are displeased, 
it cannot be without reason." 

" But still you do not tell me how I have shown 
this violent displeasure : I have not, to the best of my 
recollection, said an angry or a hasty word." 

'^ No ; but when we love people, we know when 
they are offended, without their saying a hasty word 
— your manner has been so different towards me these 
three days past." 

" My manner is very unfortunate. It is impossible 
' always to keep a guard over our manners : it is suf- 
ficient, I thinks to guard our words." 

" Pray do not guard either with me," said Emilie ; 
** for I would a thousand times rather that a friend 
should say or look the most angry things than that she 
should conceal from me what she thought ; for then, 
you know, I might displease her continually without 
knowing it, and perhaps lose her esteem and affection 
irretrievably, before I was aware of my danger — and 
with yoUy with you, to whom we owe so much !" 

Touched by the feeling manner in which Emilie 
spoke, and by the artless expression of her counte- 
nance^ Mrs. Somers's anger vanished^ and she ex- 
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claimed^ " I have been to blame— I ask your pardon^ 
Emilie — I have been much to blame — I have been 
very unjust — very ill-humoured — I see I was quite 
wrong — I see that I was quite mistaken in what I 
imagined." 

" And what did you imagine ?" said Emilie. 

^' That you must excuse me from telling," said 
Mrs. Somers ; " I am too much ashamed of it — ^too 
much ashamed of myself. Besides, it was a sort of 
thing that I could not well explain, if I were to set 
about it; in short, it was the silliest trifle in the 
world : but I assure you that if I had not loved you 
very much, I should not have been so foolishly angry. 
You must forgive these little infirmities of temper — 
you know my heart is as it should be." 

Emilie embraced Mrs. Somers affectionately ; and, 
in her joy at this reconciliation, and in the delight she 
felt at being relieved from the uneasiness which she 
had suffered for three days, loved her friend the better 
for this quarrel : she quite forgot the pain in the plea- 
sure of the reconciliation ; and thought that, even if 
Mrs. Somers had been in the wrong, the candour with 
which she acknowledged it more than made amends 
for the error. 

" You must forgive these little infirmities of tem- 
per — you know my heart is as it should be." 

Emilie repeated these words, and said to herself — 
" Forgive them ! yes, surely ; I should be the most 
ungrateful of human beings if I did otherwise." 

Without being the most ungrateful of human 
beings, Emilie, however, found it very difficult to 
keep her resolution. 

With the most benevolent and even magnanimous 
intentions, Mrs. Somers often tormented her friends 
cruelly; and the more they adnux^d. ^lA-^^^^^^^ 
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to her, and the more sensibility they po68es9ed, the 
greater were their sufferings. Abnost every day^ 
Kmilw felt the apprehension or the certainty of having 
offended her benefactress : and the causes by which 
she gave offence were sometimes so trifling, as to elude 
her notice; so mystenous, that they could not be 
discovered ; or so various and anmnalous, that, even 
when she was told in what mannar she had displeased, 
she could not form any rule, or draw any in£aenoe, 
for her future conduct. Sometimes she offended by 
differing, smnetimes by agreeing, in taste or ojunion 
with Mrs. Somers. Sometimes she perceived thi^ 
she was thought positive; at other times, too oom- 
pljing. A w<»d, a look, or even silence — passive 
silence — ^was sufficient to aflront this susceptible lady. 
Then she would go cm with a string of deductions, or 
rather of imaginations, to prove that there must be 
something wrong in Emilie's dispositicm; and she 
would insist up<m it, that she knew better what was 
passing, or what would pass, in her mind, than Emilie 
could know herself. Nothing provoked Mrs. S(»ners 
more than the want of success in any of her active 
attempts to make others happy. She was continually 
angry with Emilie for not being sufficiently pleased 
or grateful for things which she had not the vanity to 
suspect were intended for her gratification, or which 
were not calculated to contribute to her amusement : 
this humility, or this difference of taste, was always 
considered as affectation or perversity. One day, 
Mrs. Somers was angry with Emilie because she did 
not thank her for inviting a celebrated singer to her 
concert ; but Emilie had no idea that the singer was 
invited on her account: of this nothing could con- 
vince Mrs. Somers. Another day, she was excessively 
displeased because Emilie was not so much enter- 

\ 
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tsdned as she had expected her to be at the installa- 
tion of a knight of the garter. 

" Madame de Coulanges expressed a wish to see 
the ceremony of the installation ; and^ though I hate 
such things myself/ 1 took prodigious pains to procure 

tickets^ and to have you well placed " 

Indeed^ I was very sensible of it, dear madam." 
May be so, my dear ; but you did not look as if 
you were : you seemed tired to death, and said you 
were sleepy; and ten times repeated, ^ Ah ! qu'il fait 
chaud?' But this is what I am used to — what I 
have experienced all my life. The more pains a per- 
son takes to please and oblige, the less they can suc- 
ceed, and the less gratitude they are to expect." 

Emilie reproached herself, and resolved that, upon 
the next similar trial, she would not complain of 
being sleepy or tired ; and that she would take par- 
ticular care not to say — ^^ Ah ! qu'il fait chaud !" 
A short time afterwards, she was in a crowded as- 
sembly, at the house of a friend of Mrs. Somers, a 
rout — a species of entertainment of which she had not 
seen examples in her own country : (it appeared to 
her rather a barbarous mode of amusement, to meet 
in vast crowds, to squeeze or to be squeezed, without 
a possibility of enjoying any rational conversation). 
Emilie was fatigued, and almost fainting, from the 
heat, but she bore it all with a smiling countenance 
and heroic gaiety : for this night she was determined 
not to displease Mrs. Somers. On their return home, 
she was rather surprised and disappointed to find thi$ 
lady in a fit of extreme ill-humour. 

" I wanted to get away two hours ago," cried she ; 
" but you would not understand any of my hints, 
mademoiselle de Coulanges ; and when I asked you 

VOL. IX. X 
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whether joa did not find it very hot^ you persisted kt 
saying; ' Not in the leaslH^HMt im the least/ " 

Mrs. Somers was the more isagfy upon thk oc- 
casioQy beoKOse she reooHecited hani% ^Brmerly m^ 
proached Emilie^ at the nistaUatioii, for ^emphaiany 
of the heat : and she persuaded herself, ^diat this Was 
an instance of perversity in Emiiie's temper, aind a 
sly method ef revengii^ herself lor the fiast. No- 
thing could be more improbably frpm a ^1 of SMciiii 
frank, forgiving, sweet ^position ; a»l no orae wosld 
have been so ready to say so as Mrs. Somers in an- 
otiier mood j but the moment that she was irritated, she 
judged wi^oat common sense-^never inm gateoral 
observations, but always fiota partieiilar instadcea. 
It was in vain that £hmlie disclaimed the motives 
ienttributed to her : she was obliged to^wait the return 
of her friend'W i^dason, and in the mdan time to bear 
her reproaohes^-^which she did with infinite patience. 
Unfortunately t^ patience socoi became the soar oe 
of fresh evils. Because £milie was so gentle, mod so 
ready to acknowledge and to believe heradtf to be in 
the wrong, Mrs. Somers became convinced that she 
herself was in the right in all her complaints; and 
she fancied that she had great merit in passii^over 
so many defects in one whom she had so much obliged, 
and who professed so much gratitude. Between the 
fits of her ill-humour, she would, howeva^ waken to 
the full sense of Emiiie's goodness, and would treat 
her with particular kindness, as if to make amends for 
the past. Then, if Emilie could not immediately re- 
sume that easy, gay familiarity of manner, whi6h she 
used to have before experience had taught her the fear 
of offending, Mrs. Somers grew angry again, and de- 
cided that Emilie had not sufficient elevation of soul 



to undecstand her ^uoacter, or to forgive the IMe in^ 
Jirmities of the best of friends. When she was under 
ik» iaAitenoeof thiis sospickm^ e^nei^tbiiigl^iat Emilie 
said «r looked was «oafirmatioa strong. Mrs. Romero 
wasapt m conversation to throw out general reflections 
that wese meant to apply to particular persons ; or to 
speak with «ne meaning obvioas to ail ilie oraspanj^ 
and another to be ttodcretood onlj hj oobso individuai 
whom she wished to reproach. This art^ whi(^ «he had 
often successfuihjr practised upon Emilie^ she^ fcHr that 
reason, suspected that £miiie tried upon her. And then 
the utmost ii^nuity was employed to torture words 
into strange meanings: i^e would misinterpret the 
plainest expressieBs, (ht attribute to them some double^ 
mysterious signiication. 

One evenii^, £^nnlie had been reading a new novel, 
the m^its of whidi were eagerly discussed by the 
company. Some said that i^ heroine was a fool : 
others, that she was a mad woman ; some, that she 
was not either, but that she €usted as if she were 
both; another party assorted that she was every 
thing that was great and good, and that it was im- 
possible to paint in truer cc^ours the passion of We* 
Mrs. Somers declared herself of this opinion ; but 
EmiKe, who happened not to be present when this 
declaration was made, on ccnning into the room and 
joining in the conversation, gave a diametrically op- 
posite judgment: she said, that the author had 
painted the enthusiasm with which the heroine 
yielded to her passion, instead of the violence of the 
passion to which she yielded. The French abbe, to 
whom Emilie made this observation, repeated it tri- 
umphantly to Mrs. 8(mier8, who immediately changed 
colour, and replied, in a ccmstrained voice, "Cer- 
tainly that is a very apposite remaxk, «ii^N^:^^ ^€^ 
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expressed; and I give mademoiselle de Coulanges 
infinite credit for it." 

£milie^ who knew every inflection of Mrs. Somers's 
voice, and every turn of her countenance, perceived 
that these words of praise were accompanied with 
strong feelings of displeasure. She was much em- 
barrassed, especially as her friend fixed her eyes upon 
her whilst she blushed ; and this made her blush ten 
times more : she was afraid that the company, who 
were silent, should take notice of her distress; and 
therefore she went on talking very fast about the 
novel, though scarcely knowing what she said. She 
made sundry blunders in names and characters, which 
were eagerly corrected by the astonished madame de 
Coulanges, who could not conceive how any body 
could forget the dramatis persons of the novel of the 
day. Mrs. Somers, all the time, preserved silence, 
as if she dared not trust herself to speak ; but her 
compressed lips showed sufficiently the constraint 
under which rfie laboured. Whilst every body else 
went on talking, and helping themselves to refresh- 
ments which the servants were handing about, Mrs. 
Somers continued leaning on the mantel-piece in a 
deep reverie, pulling her bracelet round and round 
upon her wrist, till she was roused by madame de 
Coulanges, who appealed for judgment upon her new 
method of preparing an orange. 

'' C'est a la corbeille — Tenez !" cried she, holding 
it by a slender handle of orange-peel ; " Tenez I c'est 
a la corbeille !" 

Mrs. Somers, with a forced smile, admired the 
orange-basket ; but said, that, for her part, her hands 
were not sufficiently dexterous to imitate this fashion: 
" I," said she, " can only do like the king of Prussia 
and other people — squeeze the orange, and throw the 
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peel away. By the by, how absurd it was of Voltaire 
to be angry with the king of Prussia for that witty 
and just apologue." 

" Just r repeated Emilie. 

" Just !" reiterated Mrs. Somers, in a harsh voice : 
" surely you think it so. For my part, I like the 
king the better for avowing his principles — all the 
world act as he did, though few avow it." 

" What !" said Emilie, in a low voice, ^' do not 
you believe in the reality of gratitude ?" 

" Apparently," cried madame de Coulanges, who 
was still busy with her (»:ange, " apparently, madame 
is a disciple of our Rochefoucault, and allows of no 
principle but self-love. In that case, I shall have as 
bitter quarrels with her as I have with you, mon cher 
abb6 ; — for Rochefoucault is a man I detest, or, ra- 
ther, I detest his maxims — the duke himself, they 
say, was the most amiable man of his day. Only 
conceive, that such a man should ascribe all our vir- 
tues to self-love and vanity !" 

" And, perhaps," said the abbe, '' it was merely 
vanity that made him say so— -he wished to write a 
witty, satirical book; but I will lay a wager he did ' 
not think as ill of human nature as he speaks of 
it." 

^' He could hardly speak or think too ill of it," 
said Mrs. Somers, " if he judged of human nature by 
such speeches as that of the king of Prussia about his 
friend and the orange." 

" But," said Emilie, in a timid voice, " would it 
not be doing poor human nature injustice to judge 
of it by such words as those ? I am convinced, with 
M. Tabb^, that some men, for the sake of appearing 
witty, speak more malevolently than they feel ; and, 
perhaps, this was the case with the kin%Qi^Ts&sisss6.V 
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^^ And mademokelle de Coulaiiges thinks^ tlieii,'* 
said Ililxs. SomeiBy " that it is quite BXiawMe, for tlie 
sake of appearing witty^ to sp€»k mftWolently ?*' 

^^ Dear madam! dear Mrs. Somers! — no!" cried 
£milie ; '* you quite miflttnderBtood me.'' 

^^ Pardon me, I thought you were joadfyii^ die 
king of Prussia/' continued Mra. S<»Ders; " and I 
do not well see how that ean he done without aUfm^ 
ing — what many people do ia practice, thou^ not in 
theory — that it i» ri|^t> and heeomiag;, and pmdcai^ 
to sacrifice a Mend for a hoa-mot" 

The angry emphasis, and pointed manner^ in whiek 
Mrs* Somers spoke these words, terrified and com- 
pletely abashed Emilie^ who saw ths^ somelhiiBg 
more was meant than met the ear. In her o6i)fiiBion> 
she ran over a viariety of thoughts j but she^Kmld 
recollect any thing that she had ever said, 
merited the name <^ a boD-mot-^€uid a malevolent 
bon-mot 1 " Surely what I said about tibat fbeliali 
novel cannot have offended Mrs. Somers F^-Howb 
it possible I-^he oaimot be so childish as to be ai^ry 
with me merely f<»: differii^ witb her m opnioft* 
What I said might be bad criticism, but it could not 
be malevolent ; it i^erved <Mily to the heroine of a 
novel. Perhaps the author may be a friend of hers, 
or some person who is in distress, and wiuwa she has 
generously taken under her protectim. Why did not 
I think of this before ?->-I was wrong to give my 
opinion so decidedly: but then iny opinion k of so 
little ccmsequenee j assuredly it can neither do good 
nor harm to any author. When Mra. SoiAers coo* 
uders thift^ she will be pacified ; and when she is once 
cool again, she will feel that I could not mean to say 
Any thing ill-natured." 

The moment Mrs. Somers saw that Emilie iraa 
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sensible of her displeasure^ she exerted herself to as- 
sume^ during the remtuuder of the eYeoiog^ an ex- 
traordinary appearaikce of gaiety and goodrhumour. 
Every body shared her smiles and kindness^ except 
the unfortunate object of her indignatioa : ahe be- 
haved towards iaade«aoifleUe de Coulangea with the 
moat punctilious poUt^neas ; but ^^ aU the cruel lan- 
guage of the eye" was sufficiently ex{n*essive of her 
real £s^nga. EmUie bo9i^ with this infirmity of 
temper with reaolute patience : she expected that the 
fit would last only till she could ask an explanatioa ; 
and she followed Mrs. Somars^ as was het usual cus- 
tom upon such occasions^ to her roo^ at night» in order 
to assert har innocence. Mrs. Somers walked into her 
room in a reverie^ without perceiving that sho was 
followed by Emili^-^linrew heniielf into a chair-n^aad 
gave a deep sigh* 

^' What is the matter^ my dear friend Y* Emilie 
began ; but^ on hearipg the i|ound of hf^ voice^ Mtp. 
Somers started up with sudden anger; then, o<^|- 
straining herself^ she saidj ^' Pardon me, mademoiBe^^ 
de Coulanges^ if I tell you that I really am ti^ to- 
night — body and mind-*-I wish to have rest 6)r both 
if possible — ^would you be so very obliging as to pull 
that bell for Masham? — I wish you a very good 

night. 1 hope madame de Coulangea will have 

her ass's milk at the proper hour to^morrow-r-I hav?? 
given particular orders fo? that purpose." 

*' Your kindness to mamma, dear Mrs. Sou^er^" 
said £milie> *' has been invariable^ an d > 

^' Spare me> I beseedi you^ mademoiselle d^ C^u- 
langes, all these grateful speeches — I really am not 
prepared to hea? them with temper to-night. Weire 
you so good as to ring that bell— Qf will you giv^ me 
leave to ring it myself?" 
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** If yoo insist apoo it," said Emilie, gcntlj witli- 
holdiiig the tassel of the bdl ; '^ but if joa would 
^rant me ^re minates— one minute — yon might per- 
haps sare yourself and me a sleepless night." 

Mrs. Somers, incapable of ki^er oommandii^ her 
-passion^ made no reply> bat snatched the beU-rc^, 
and rang violently — ^EmiHe let go the tassel and with- 
drew. She heard Mrs. Semeis say to herself, as she 
left the room — ^' This is too much— 4oo mnch — really 
'too much ! — hypocrisy I cannot endore.^ — Any thing 
bat hypocrisy !" 

These words hart Emilie more than any thing 
Mrs. Somers had ever said : her own indignation was 
roused, and she was upon the point of returning to 
Vindicate herself; but gratitude, if not prudoioe, 
conquered her resentment : she recollected h^ pro- 
mise to bear with the temper of her benefiftctress ; 
she recollected all Mrs. Somers's kindness to her mo- 
ther ; and quietly retired to her rocMn, determining to 
wait till morning for a more favourable <^portunity 
to speak. — ^After passing a restless night, and dream- 
ing the conunon dream of fedling down precipices, and 
the uncommon circumstance of dragging Mrs. Somers 
after her by a bell-rope, she wakened to the confused^ 
painful remembrance of all that had passed the pre- 
ceding evening. She was anxious to obtain admit- 
tance to Mrs. Somers as soon as she was dressed; 
but Masham informed her that her lady had given 
particular orders that she should '^ not be disturbed" 
When Mrs. Somers made her appearance late at 
break£eist, there was the same forced good-humour in 
her countenance towards the company in general, and 
the same punctilious politeness towards Emilie, which 
had before appeared. She studiously avoided all op- 
portunity of explaining herself; and every attempt 
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of Emilie*s towards a reconciliation^ either by sub- 
missive gentleness or friendly familiarity, was dis- 
regarded, or noticed with cold disdain. Yet all this 
was visible only to her ; for every body else observed 
that Mrs. Somers was in remarkably good spirits, 
and in the most actively obliging humour imaginable. 
After breakfast she proposed and arranged various 
parties of pleasure : sJie went with madame de Cou- 
langes to pay several visits ; a large company dined 
with her ; and at night she went to a concert. In 
the midst of these apparent amusements, Emilie was 
made as unhappy as the marked, yet mysterious, dis- 
pleasure of a benefactress could render a person of 
real sensibility. As she did not wish to expose herself 
to a second repulse, she forbore to follow Mrs. Somen 
to her room at night ; but she sent her this note by 
Mrs. Masham. 

" I have done or said something to offend you, 
dear Mrs. Somers. If you knew how much pain I 
have felt from your displeasure, I am sure you would 
explain to me what it can be. Is it possible that my 
differing in opinion from you about the heroine of the 
novel can have offended you ? — Perhaps the author of 
the book is a friend of yours, or under your protec- 
tion. Be assured, that if this be the case, I did not 
in the least suspect it at the time I made the cri- 
ticism. Perhaps it was this to which you alluded, 
when you said that the king of Prussia was not the 
only person who would not hesitate to sacrifice a 
friend for a bon-mot. What injustice you do me by 
such an idea I I will not here say one word about 
my gratitude or my affection, lest you should again 
reproach me with hypocrisy — any thing else I am 
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•Ue to bear. Pny write^ if 70a will not 






When Emilie was just foUiiig asleep, Masham came 
into her room with a note in her hand. 

<< Mademoiselle^ I am sorry to waken yon ; bnt my 
mistress thought yon would not sleep, unless you 
read this note to-night." 

Emilie started up in het bed»aad read theSoUowing 
mote of four pages. 

" Yes, I will write^ because I am ashamed to 
ipeak to you, my demr Emilie. I b^ your paidea 
Smt pulling the bdl«-oofd so violently from your hand 
last night-^you must have thoi^t me quite ill-bred.; 
and still more, I reproach myself for what I said 
about hypocrisy, — You have certainly the sweetest 
and gentlest temper imaginaMe — would to Heaven I 
had! But the strength of my feelings abscdutely 
runs away with me. It is the doom of persoes of 
great sensibility to be both unreasfmable and un* 
happy ; and (^en, alas ! to involve in their misery 
those for whom they have the most enthusiastic affee- 
tion. You see, my dear Emilie, the price jrou must 
pay for being my friend ; but you have strength of 
mind joined to a feeling heart, and you will be«r with 
my defects. Dissimulation is not one of them. In 
spite of all my efforts, I find it is impossible ever to 
conceal from you any of even my most unreasonable 
£uicies — ^your note, which is so characteristically firank 
and artless, has opened my eyes to my own folly. I 
must show you that, when I am in my senses^ I do 
you justice. You deserve to be treated with perfect 
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openness — therefinre^ hcfwerer Iramiliatiiig the es». 
planatkm^ I will confess to you the real cause of mj 
di^leasure. When yon spoke of the heroine of this 
fooLiah novels what yon said was so applicable to soma 
ports of my own history and character^ that I oould 
not help suspecting you had heard the facts ftcm A 
person with mdiom yoa speat some hours lately ; and 
I was much hurt by your alluding to them in sndi n 
severe and public manner. You will adc me^ how I 
ooclM coQoeiYe you to be capable of such unpiwoked 
malevolence : and my answer is^ ^ I cannot tell ;' I 
can only say such is the effect of the unfortunate 
susceptibility of my hearty or, to speak more candidly^ 
of my temper. I c(«fess I cannot, in these partiea* 
lars> alter my nature. Blame me, as much as I Uama 
myself; be as angry as you please^ or as you can, my 
g^itle £nend: but at last you must pity and foi^Te 
me. 

'^ Now that all this affair is off my mind, I caa 
sleep in peace : and so, I hope, will you, my dear 
£milie-^€kx)d n%ht I If friends never quarrellediy 
they would never taste die joys of reconciliation. Be* 
lieveme. 

Your ever sineeiee and affectionate 

A. SOMEBB." 

No one tasted the joys oE reconciliation more thaa 
Emilie ; but^ after reitenited experience, she was in- 
clined to believe that they cannot balance the evils of 
quarrelling. Mrs. Somers was one of those, who 
" confess their faults^ but never mend ; and who ez« 
pect^ for this gratuitous candour, more applause thaa 
others would claim fnr the real merit of reformation.'' 
Bo hi did this lady carry her admiration of her own 
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oandoor^ that she was actually npon the pcMiit of 
quarrelliiig with Emilie again^ the next rncming, 
because she did not seem sofficientlj sensible of the 
magnanimity with which she had ooofessed herself 
to be ill-tempered. These few specimens are suf- 
ficient to gire an idea of this lady's powers of tor- 
menting ; but^ to form an adequate notion of their 
effect npon £milie*s spirits^ we most oonoeiye the 
same sort of provocations to be repeated, every, day, 
for several months. Petty torments, incessantly re- 
peated, exhaust the most determined patience. 

All this time, madame de Coulanges went on very 
smoothly with Mrs. Somers ; for she had not Emilie's 
sensibility ; and, notwithstanding her great quickness, 
a hundred things might pass, and did pass, before 
her eyes, without her seeing them. She examined 
no &rther than the surface ; and, provided that there 
was not any deficiency of those little attentions to 
which she had been accustomed, it never occurred to 
her that a ^end could be more or less pleased : she 
did not understand or study physiognomy ; a smUe 
of the lips was, to her, always a sufiicient token oi 
approbation; and, whether it were merely conven- 
tional, or whether it came from the heart, she never 
troubled herself to inquire. Provided that she saw 
at dinner the usual converts, and that she had a 
sufficient number of people to converse with, or 
rather to talk to, she was satisfied that every thing 
was right. All the variations in Mrs. Somers's 
temper were unmarked by her, or went under the 
general head, vapeurs noirs. This species of ig- 
norance, or confidence, produced the best effects ; for 
as Mrs. Somers could not, without passing the ob- 
vious bounds of politeness, make madame de Cou- 
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langes sensible of her displeasure^ and as she had thfs 
utmost respect for the countess's opinion of her good 
breeding; she was, to a certain degree, compelled to 
command her temper. Madame de Coulanges, often 
without 'knowing it, tried it terribly, by differing 
from her in taste and judgment, and by supporting 
her own side of the question with all the enthusiastic 
volubility of the French language. Sometimes the 
English and French music were compared — some- 
times the English and French painters ,* and every 
time the theatre was mentioned, madame de Cou- 
langes pronounced an eulogium on her favourite 
French actors, and triumphed over the comparison 
between the elegance of the French, and the gros^ 
sieretS of the English taste for comedy. 

^^ (rood Heaven !'* said she, " your fashionable 
comedies would be too absurd to make the lowest of 
our audiences at the Boulevards laugh; you have 
excluded sentiment and wit, and what have you in 
their place ? Characters out of drawing and out of 
nature ; grotesque figures, such as you see in a child's 
magic lantern. Then you talk of English humour 
— I wish I could understand it; but I cannot be 
diverted with seeing a tailor turned gentleman prick- 
ing his father with a needle, or a man making gri-^ 
maces over a jug of sour beer." 

Mrs. Somers, piqued perhaps by the justice of 
some of these observations, would dryly answer, that 
it was impossible for a foreigner to comprehend En- 
glish humour — that she believed the French, in parti- 
cular, were destitute of taste for humour. 

Madame de Coulanges insisted upon it, that the 
French have humour; and Moliere furnished her 
with many admirable illustrations. 

Emilie, in support of her mother, read ^ -^'^'ssc^ 
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from that d^ant writer, M. Suard *, who has bt^ 
attacked, with much abilitj, the pretenaioiis of tiie 
Kngliiih to the exdnsire peaBessMii d hmnour. 

Mrs. Somers then dianged her graond, and is- 
weighed against French tragedy, and the nnnatmad 
tones and attitudes of the French tragic actors. 

** Your heroes on the French stage," said ^e, 
** always hxik over their ri^it riiouUers, to express 

* ^ n est trds^'diffidie de m fidie woe idee nette cb oe que les 
Anglaia entendent par ce mot ; on a tent6 plniiewn fcis a«a» sacgei 
d*en danner une definition precise. Congreve, qui assortment a 
mis beaucoup d''humour dans ses combes, dit, que cVst um 
maniire nngulQre et inevitable de fiAre ou de dire quelque dkxif , 
pA est natureUe-et frepre <) am homme mmA et qui distiitffme wet 
discourt et ses actions des ditcnure et det aetimu de tout autre. 

^^ Cette di6finition, que nous tzaduisons litt^rakment, nVst pas 
kunineuse ; elle conyiendrait ^galement i la maniere dont Akx« 
andie parle et agit dans Plutarque, et a celle dont Sancho park 
et agit dans Cervantes. II y a apparence que Vhumour est comme 
Pesprit, et que ceux qui en ont le plus ne savent pas trop bien' «e 
que c'est. 

^ Nous croyons que ce genre de plaisanterie consiste surtout dans 
des idees ou des totimures originales, qui tiennent plus au ca- 
ractere qu*i Tesprit, et qui semblent 4chapper a celui qui les 
prodnit. 

^' L^homme d^humour est un plaisant s^rieuse, qui dit des choses 
plaisantes sans avoir Pair de vouloir etre plaisant. Au reste, une 
sc^e de Vanbrugh ou une satire de Swift, feront mieux sentir <ie 
que c*est, que toutes les definitions du monde. Quant a la pre- 
tention de quelques Anglais sur la possession exclusive de 
Vhumour, nous pensons que si ce qu'ils entendent par ce mot est 
mi geare de plaisanterie qu'on ne trouve ni dans Aristophane, 
dans Plaute, et dans Lucien, chez les anciens ; 'ni dans I'Arioste, 
le Bemi, le Puld, et tant d'autxes, chez les Italiens ; ni dans 
Cervantes, chez les Espagnols ; ni dans Raboier, chez les AUe* 
mands : ni dans la Fantagruel, la satire Menippee, le Roman co. 
mique, les combes de Moliere, de Dufireny, de Regnard, etc., 
nous ne savons pas ce qui c'est, et nous ne prendrons pas la peine 
de la chercher."->^«ar<^ Melanges de Litteratttre, vol. iv., p. 866. 
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magnanimous disdain ; and a lover, whether he be 
Grecian or Roman, Turk, Israelite, or American, 
must regularly show his pa88i<m by the pompous em- 
phasis with which he prcmounoes the word ha&ame ! 
-^a word, which must certainly have, for a Prench 
audience, some magical charm> inoomprehensibfe. to 
other nations." 

What was yet mere iocompreheiiBible to Brndame 
de Coulanges was the enthusiasm of the £n^tiBh 
far that bk)ody-rainded barbarian Shakspeare, who is 
never satisfied till he has «tFewed the sts^ with dead 
bodies ; who tveats his audience like children, that 
are to be fri^^itened out of their wits by ghosts of all 
sorts and sizes in <tfieir winding sbe€^ ^ or by a set 
of old beggarmen, dressed in women^ dothes, 4mned 
with bro«n£rtdcks, asid danciag and howlu%4nit t^eik* 
nonsensical song round a bladk kettle. 

Mrs. Somers, smiling as in sooim, would only reply, 
" Madame la eomtesse, yoicirs is Volti^'s Sbak- 
i^iecu-e, not ouFs.-^*-Have you read Mrs. Montaga'a 
essay apon Shsksjpeaxe ?" 

'' No." 

^^ Then positively you must read it before we say 
one word more up<Hi the subject." 

Madame de Coulmges, though unwilling to give 
up the pleasure of talking, took the book, which Mrs. 
Somers pressed upon her, with a promise to read it 
through some morning ; but, loduckily, she chaneed 
to open it towards the end, and happened to see some 
animadversions upon Racine, by which she was so 
astonished and disgusted that she could read no more. 
She threw down the book, defying ani^ good critic 
to point out a single bad line in Racine. " This is 
a defiance I have heard made by men of letters of the 
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highest repntation in Paris," added hi oomtesse: 
" hare not yoa, mem abbe ?*' 

The abbe, who was madame's oomnion voncher, 
acceded, with this slight emendation — that he had 
heard numbers defy any critic of good taste to point 
oat a flat line in Phadre. 

Mrs. Somers would, perhaps, have acknowledged 
the beauties of Fhaedre, if she had not been piqued 
by this defiance ; but exaggeration on one side pro- 
duced injustice on the other: and these disputes 
about Racine and Shakspeare were ccmtinually re- 
newed, and never ended to the satis&ction of either 
party. Those who will not make allowances for na-> 
tional prejudice, and who do not omsider how much 
all our tastes are influenced by early education, ex-* 
ample, and the accidental association of ideas, may 
dispute for ever without coming to any conclusion ; 
especially, if they avoid stating any distinct proposi- 
tion ; if each of the combatants set up a standard of 
his own, as the universal standard of taste ; and if> 
instead of arguments, both parties have recourse to 
wit and ridicule. In these skirmishes, however, 
madame de Coulanges, though apparently the most 
eager for victory, never seriously lost her temper — 
her eagerness was more of manner than of mind; 
after pleading the cause of Racine, as if it were a 
matter of life and death, as if the fate of £urope or 
the universe depended upon it, she would turn to 
discuss the merits of a riband with equal vehemence, 
or coolly observe that she was hoarse, and that she 
would quit Racine for a better thing — de Veau sucrL 
Mrs. Somers, on the contrary, took the cause of Shak- 
spea]:e> or any other cause that she defended, seriously 
to heart. The wit or raillery of her adversary, if 
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she affected not to be hurt by it at the moment^ left a 
sting in her mind^ which rankled long and sorely. 
Though she often failed to refute the arguments 
brought against her, yet she always Irose from the 
debate precisely of her first opinion ; and even her 
silence^ which madame de Coulanges sometimes mis- 
took for assent or conviction^ was only the symptom 
of contemptuous pity — ^the proof that she deemed the 
understanding of her opponent beneath all fair com- 
petition with her own. The understanding of ma- 
dame de Coulanges had^ indeed, in the space of a few 
months, sunk far below the point of mediocrity, in 
Mrs. Somers's estimation — she had begun by over- 
valuing, and she ended by underrating it. She at 
first had taken it for granted that madame de Cou- 
langes possessed a '^ very superior understanding and 
great strength of mind ;" then she discovered that la 
comtesse was '^ uncommonly superficial, even for a 
Frenchwoman ;" and at last she decided, that ^' really 
madame de Coulanges was a very silly woman." 

Mrs. Somers now b^an to be seriously angry with 
Emilie for always being of her mother's opinion: 
'* It is really, mademoiselle de Coulanges, carrying 
your filial affection too far. We cold-hearted English 
can scarcely conceive this sort of fervid passion, which 
French children express about every thing, the merest 
trifle, that relates to maman ! — Well ! it is an amia- 
ble national prejudice ; and one cannot help wishing 
that it may never, like other amiable enthusiasms^ 
fail in the moment of serious trial." 

Emilie, touched to the quick upon a subject nearest 
her heart, replied with a degree of dignity and spirit 
which surprised Mrs. Somers, who had never seen in 
her any thing but the most submissive gentleness. 
'' The affection, whether enthusiastic or not^ ^lal^ 

VOL. IX. T^ 
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we French children profess for our parents^ has beea 
of late years put to some strong trials^ and has not 
been found to fail. In many instances it has proved 
superior to all earthly terrors — to imprisonment — to 
torture — to death — to Robespierre, — Daughters have 

sacrificed themselves for their parents. Oh I if wy^ 

life could have saved my father's !" 

Emilie clasped her hands^ and looked up to heaven^ 
with the unaffected expression of filial piety in her 
countenance. Every body was silent. Mrs. Somers 
was struck with regret— with remorse — for the taunt-^ 
ing manner in which she had spoken. 

*^ My dearest Emilie, forgive me !" cried she ; "I 
am shocked at what I said." 

. Emilie took Mrs. Somers's hand between hers, and 
endeavoured to, smile. Mrs. Somers resolved that 
she would keep, henceforward, the strictest guard 
upon her own temper; and that she would never 
more be so ungenerous, so barbarous, as to insult one 
who was so gentle, so grateful, so much in her power, 
and so deserving of her affection. These good reso- 
lutions, formed in the moment of contrition, were, 
however, soon forgotten : strong emotions of the heart 
are transient in their power; habits of the temper 
permanent in their influence. — Like a child who pro- 
mises to be always good, and forgets its promise in 
an hour, Mrs. Somers soon grew tired of keeping her 
temper in subjection. It did not, indeed, break out 
immediately towards Emilie ; but, in her conversa- 
tions with madame de Coulanges, the same feelings 
of irritation and contempt recurred ; and Emilie, who 
was a clear-sighted bystander, suffered continual un- 
easiness upon these occasions — uneasiness, which ap- 
peared to madame de Coulanges perfectly causeless, 
and at which she frequently expressed her astonish* 
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xnent. Emilie's nice prescient kindness oflten^ in- 
deed^ " felt the coming storm ;" while her mother's 
careless eye saw not^ even when the dark cloud was 
just ready to burst over her head. With all the inno- 
cent address of which she was mistress^ Emilie tried 
to turn the course of the conversation^ whenever it 
tended towards dangerous subjects of discussion ; but 
her mother^ far from shunning^ would often dare and 
provoke the war ; and she would combat long after 
both parties were in the dark^ even till her adversary 
quitted the field of battle^ exclaiming^ ^^ Let us have 
peace on any terms, my dear countess /-^/ give up 
the point to you, madame de Coulanges" 

This last phrase Emilie particularly dreaded^ as 
the precursor of ill-huinour for some succeeding hours. 
Mrs. Somers at length became so conscious of her 
own inability to conceal her contempt or to command 
her temper^ that she was almost as desirous as Emilie 
could be to avoid these arguments ; and, the moment 
the countess prepared for the attack, she would re- 
cede, with " Excuse me, madame de Coulanges : we 
had better not talk upon these subjects^^^it is of no 
use — really of no manner of use : let us converse upon 
other topics — there are subjects enough, I hope, upon 
which we shall always agree." 

Emilie was at first rejoiced at this arrangement ; 
but the constraint was insupportable to her mother : 
indeed, the circle of proper subjects for conversation 
contracted daily ; for not only the declared offensive 
topics were to be avoided, but innumerable others, 
bordering on or allied to them, were to be shunned 
with equal care<— a degree of caution of which the 
volatile countess vras utterly incapable. One day, at 
dinner, she asked the gentleman opposite to her^ 
^^ How long this intolerable luLe— ^i \aJ^^% wJS:^ 
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upon sabjects where people are of the same opinion — 
had been the fashion^ and what time it would proba* 
bly last in England ? — If it oontinne much loi^er^ I 
must fly the country/' said she. " I would almost as 
aoaa, at this rate^ be a prisoner in Paris^ as in your 
land of freedom. Yon valne^ above all things> your 
liberty of the press — now to me^ liberty of the tongue, 
which is evidently a part, if not the best part, of 
personal liberty, is infinitely more dear. Bon Dieu ! 
—even in TAbbaye one might talk of Racine !" 

Madame de Goulai^es spoke this half in jest, half 
in earnest ; but Mrs. Somers took it wholly in earnest, 
and was most seriously offended. Her feelings upon 
the occasion were strongly expressed in a lett^ to a 
friend, to whom she had, from her inflEuicy, been in 
the habit of confiding all her joys and smrows— «11 
the histories of her loves and hates— of her quarrels 
and reconciliations. This friend was an elderly lady, 
who, besides possessing superior mental endowments 
which inspired admiration, and a character which 
commanded high respect, was blest with an uncom- 
monly placid, benevolent temper. This enabled her 
to do what no other human being had ever acoom- 
plished — to continue in peace and amity, for upwards 
of thirty years, with Mrs. Somers. The following is 
one of many hundreds of epistolary complaints or in- 
vectiveilf which-, during the course of that time, this 
'^ much enduring lady" was doomed to read and 
answer. 

" TO LADY LITTLETON. 

" For once, my dear friend, I am secure of your 
sympathising in my indignation — ^my long suppressed, 
just, virtuous indignation — yes, virtuous; for I do 
hold indignation to be a part of virtue : it is the na- 
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tural^ proper expression of a warm heart and a strong 
character against the cold-blooded vices of meanness 
and ingratitude. Would that those to whom I allude 
could feel it as a punishment ! — ^but no^ this is not 
the sort of punishment they are formed to feel. No- 
thing but what comes home to their interests — ^their 
paltry interests ! — their pleasures — their selfish plea^ 
sures! — their amusements — their frivolous amuse* 
ments ! can touch souls of such a sort. To this half- 
formed race of worldlings, who are scarce endued 
with a moral sense^ the generous expression of indigna** 
tion always appears something incomprehensible-— 
ridiculous ; or^ in their language^ outrS I inou'i I With 
such beings, therefore, I always am — as much as my 
nature will allow me to be — ^upon my guard ; I keep 
within what they call the bounds of politeness — ^their 
dear politeness ! What a system of simagrSe it i», 
after all ! and how can honest human nature bear to 
be penned up all its dayis by the Chinese paling of 
ceremony, or that French filigree work, pclitesse ? 
Engli^ human nature cannot endure this, as ^et ; 

and I am glad of it — ^heartily glad of it. Now to 

the point. 

^^ You guess that I am going to speak of the Coa- 
langes. Yes, my dear friend, you Were quite right 
in advising me, when I first became acquainted with 
them, not to give way blindly to my enthusiasm-^— 
not to be too generous, or to expect too much grati- 
tude. Gratitude ! why should I ever expect to meet 
with any ? — ^Where I have most deserved, most hoped 
for it, I have been always most disappointed. My 
life has been a life of sacrifices ! — thankless and 
fruitless sacrifices ! There is not any possible species 
of sacrifice of interest, pleasure, happiness, which L 
have not be^n willing to mako— •"^Vv^i W^m^ ^'^ 
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iQade — for my friends — ^for my enemies. Early id 
life^ I gave up a lover I adored to a friend^ who after«> 
wards deserted me. I married a man I detested to 
oblige a mother^ who at last refused to see me on her 
deathbed. What exertions I made for years to win 
the affection of the husband to whom I was only bound 
in duty! My generosity was thrown away upon 
hhn — ^he died — I became ambitious — ^I had means of 
gratifying my ambition — a splendid alliance was in 
my power. Ambition is a strong passion as well as 
love — but I sacrificed it without hesitation to my 
children — I devoted myself to the education of my 
two sons^ one of whom has never^ in any instance^ 
since he became his own master^ shown his mother 
tenderness or affection ; and who^ on some occasions, 
has scarcely behaved towards her with the common 
forms of respect and duty. Despairing, utterly de« 
spairing^ of gratitude from my own fiEuooily and na« 
tural friends, I looked abroad, and endeavoured to 
form friendships with strangers, in hopes of finding 
more congenial tempers. I spared nothing to earn 
attachment— my time, my health, my money. I 
lavished money so, as even, notwithstanding my large 
income, to reduce myself frequently to the most 
straitened and embarrassing circumstances. And by 
all I have done, by all I have suffered, what have 1 
gained ? — ^uot a single friend-— except yourself. You, 
<m whom I have never conferred the sUghtest fietvour, 
you are at this instant the only friend upon earth by 
whom I am really beloved. To you, who know my 
whole liistory, I may speak of myself as I have dokie> 
Heaven knows! not with vanity, but with deep 
humiliation and bitterness of heart. The experience 
of my whole life leaves me only the deplorable con* 
Tiction that it is impossible to do good, that it is vain 
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to hope even for friendship from those whom we 
oblige. 

" My last disappointment has been cruel, in pro- 
portion to the fond hopes I had formed. I cannot 
cure myself of this credulous folly. I did form high 
expectations of happiness from the society and grati- 
tude of this madame and mademoiselle de Coulanges ; 
but the mother turns out to be a mere frivolous 
French comtesse, ignorant, vain, and positive — as all 
ignorant people are; full of national prejudicesi 
which she supports in the most absurd and petulant 
manner. Possessed with the insanity, common to 
all Parisians, of thinking that Paris is the whol^ 
world, and that nothing can be good taste, or good 
sense, or good manners, but what is ^-la-mode de 
Paris ; through all her boasted politeness, you see, 
even by her mode of praising, that she has a most 
illiberal contempt for all who are not Parisians — she 
considers the rest of the world as barbarians. I 
could give you a thousand instances; but her con<* 
versation is really so frivolous, that it is not worth 
reciting. I bore with it day after day for several 
months, with a patience for which, I am sure, yott 
would have given me credit; and I let her go oH 
eternally with absurd observations upon Shakspeare> 
and extravagant nonsense about Racine. To avoid 
disputing with her, I gave up every point — I acqui-» 
<esced in all she said — and only begged to have peace- 
Still she was not satisfied. You know there are 
tempers which never can be contented, do what yoii 
will to try to please them. Madame de Coulanges 
actually quarrelled with me for begging that we 
might have peace; and that we might .talk upon 
subjects where we should not be likely to disagree. 
Thifi will seem to you incredibU \ W\. Sx. *^s^ "^^!»^ 
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nature of French caprice: and for this I ought 
to have been prepared. But^ indeed^ I never could 
have prepared myself for the strange manner in 
which this lady thought proper to manifest her 
anger this day at dinner^ before a large company. 
She spoke absolutely^ notwithstanding all her good 
breedings in the most brutally ungrateful man- 
ner ; and^ after all I have done for her^ she repre- 
sented me as being as great a tyrant as Robespierre^ 
and spoke of my house as a more intolerable prison 
than any in Paris ! ! ! I only state the fact to you^ 
without making any comments — I never yet saw so 
thoroughly selfish and unfeeling a human being. 

'^ The daughter has as far too much as the mother 
has too little sensibility. Emilie plagues me to death 
with her fine feelings and her sentimentality^ and all 
her French parade of affection^ and superfluity of en- 
dearing expressions^ which mean nothings and disgust 
English ears. She is always fancying that I am 
angry or displeased with her or with her mother; 
and then I am to have tears^ and explahations^ and 
apologies : she has not a mind large enough to under^ 
stand my character; and if I were to explain to 
eternity^ she would be as much in the dark as ever. 
Yet^ after all^ there is something so ingenuous and 
affectionate^ 9ibmt thk girl that I cannot help loving 
her, and that is what provokes me ; for she does not^ 
nor ever can, feel for me the affection that I have for 
her. My little hastiness of temper she has not 
strength of mind sufficient to b^ — I see she is 
dreadfully afraid of me^ and more constrained in my 
company than in that of any other person. Not a 
visitor comes, however insignificant, but mademoiselle 
de Coulanges seems more at her ease, and converses 
more with them than with me — she talks to me only 
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of gratitude^ and such stuff. She is one of those 
feeble persons, who, wanting confidence in them- 
selves, are continually afraid that they shall not be 
grateful enough ; and so they reproach and torment 
themselves, and refine and senlimentalize, till grati- 
tude becomes burdensome (as it always does to weak 
minds), and the very idea of a benefactor odious. 
Mademoiselle de Coulanges was originally unwilling 
to accept of any obligation from me : she knew her 
own character better than I did. I do not deny that 
she has a he^rt ; but she has no soul : I hope you 
understand and feel the difference. I rejoice, my 
dear lady Littleton, that you are coming to town im- 
mediately. I am harassed almost to death between 
want of feeling and fine feeling. I really long to see 
you and to talk over all these things. Nobody but 
you, my dear friend, ever understood me. — Farewell ! 

Yours affectionately, 

A. SOMERS." 

To this long letter, lady Littleton replied by the 
following short note. 

" I hope to see you the day after to-morrow, my 
dear friend ; in the mean time, do not decide, irre- 
vocably, that mademoiselle de Coulanges has no soul. 

Yours affectionately, 

L. Littleton." 

Mrs. Somers was rather disappointed by the calm- 
ness of this note ; and she was most impatient to see 
lady Littleton, that she might work up her mind to 
the proper pitch of indignation. She stationed a 
servant at her ladyship's house to give her notice the 
moment of her arrival in town. The in&tasw\.\X^aX.^^ 
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was informed of it she ordered her carriage;; and thd 
whole of her conversation during this visit was an in-* 
vective against Emilie and madame de Coulanges. 
The next day^ Emilie^ who had heard the most en- 
thusiastic eulogiums upon lady Littleton^ expressed 
much satisfaction on finding that she was come to 
town ; and requested Mrs. Somers's permission to ac-* 
company her on her next visit. The request was 
rather embarrassing; but Mrs. Somers granted it, 
with a sort of constrained civility. It was fortunate 
for Emilie that she was so unsuspicious; for her 
manner was consequently frank^ natural^ and af- 
fectionate ; and she appeared to the greatest ad-* 
vantage to lady Littleton. Mrs. Somers threw her-^ 
self back in her chair and sat silent^ whilst Emilie^ ill 
hopes of pleasing her^ conversed with the utmost free- 
dom with her friend. The conversation, at last^ was 
interrupted by an exclamation from Mrs. Somers, 
^' Good Heavens ! my dear lady Littleton, how can 
you endure this smell of paint ? It has made my head 
ache terribly — ^wherc does it come from ?" 

From my bedchamber/' said lady Littleton* 

They have, unluckily, misunderstood my orders; 
Und they have freshly painted every one in my 
house." 

" Then it is impossible that you should sleep here 
— I will not allow you — ^it will poison you — ^it will 
give you the palsy immediately — ^it is destruction — ^it 
is death. You must come home with me directly — I 
insist upon it But, no;" said she, checking her- 
self, with a look of sudden disappointment, '^ no, my 
dearest friend ! I cannot invite you ; for I have not a 
bed to offer you." 

^^ Yes, mine — ^you forget mine — dear Mrs. ScHners,** 
cried Emilie ; '' you know I can sleep with mamma." 
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^' By no meaiis^ mademoiselle de Coulanges ; yoa 
camiot possibly imagine " 

" I only imagine the truth," said Emilie, " that 
this arrangement would be infinitely more convenient 
to mamma ; I know she likea to have me in the room 
with her. Pray, dear Mrs. Somers, let it be so." 

Mrs. Somers made many ceremonious speeches; 
but lady Littleton seemed so well inclined to accept 
Emilie's offered room, that she was obliged to yield. 
She was vexed to perceive that Emilie's manners 
pleased lady Littleton; and, after they returned 
home, the activity with which Emilie moved her 
books, her drawing box, work, &c., furnished Mrs. 
Somers with fresh ^latter for displeasure. At night, 
when lady Littleton went to take possession of her 
apartment, and when she observed how active and 
obliging mademoiselle de Coulanges had been, Mrs. 
Somers shook her head, and replied, '^ All this is just 
a proof to me of what I asserted, lady Littleton — and 
what I must irrevocably assert — ^that mademoiselle de 
Coulanges has no soul. You are a new acquaintance^ 
and I am an old friend. She exerts herself to please 
you ; she does not care what I think or what I feel 
about the matter. Now this is just what I call 
having no soul." 

" My dear Mrs. Somers," said lady Littleton, with 
a composed gentleness of manner, '^ be reasonable ; 
and you must perceive that Emilie's eagerness to 
please me arises from her regard and gratitude to 
you : she has, I make no doubt, heard that I am your 
intimate friend, and your praises have disposed her to 
like me. — Is this a proof that she has no soul }" 

'* My dear lady Littleton, we will not dispute 
about it — I see you are &scinated, as I was at first. 
Manner is a prodigious advantage — \sv3i^.\^^7rGL\^*«»- 
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fer solid English sincerity. Stay a little : as soon as 
mademoiselle de Coolanges thinks herself secure of 
you, she will completely abandon me. I make no 
doubt that she will complain to you of my bad temper 
and ill usage ; and I dare say that she will succeed in 
prejudicing you against me." 

*' She will succeed only in prejudicing me against 
herself, if she attempt to injure you/' said lady Little- 
ton ; '' but, till I hare some plain proof of it, I cannot 
believe that any person has such a base and ungrate- 
ful disposition." 

JVIrs. Somers spent an hour and a quarter in ex- 
plaining her causes of complaint against both mother 
and daughter; and she at last retired much dis- 
satisfied, because her friend was not as ai^gry as she 
was, but persisted in the resolution to see more be- 
fore she decided. After passing a lew days in the 
house with mademoiselle de Coulanges, lady Littleton 
frankly declared to Mrs. Sinners that she thought her 
complaints of Emilie s temper quite unreasonable, and 
that she was a most amiable and affectionate girl. 
Kespect for lady Littleton restrained Mrs. Somers 
from showing the full extent of her vexation ; she 
contented herself with repeating, " Mademoiselle de 
Coulanges is certainly a very amiable young woman 
< — I by no means would prejudice you against her — 
but when you know her as well as I do, you will find 
that she has no soul." 

Mrs. Somers, in the course of four-and-twenty 
hours, found a multitude of proofs in support of her 
opinion ; but they were none of them absolutely satis- 
factory to lady Littleton's judgment. Whilst they 
were debating about her character, Emilie came into 
the room to show Mrs. Somers a French translation, 
which she had been making, of a pretty little English 
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poem, called " The Emigrant's Grave." It was im- 
possible to be displeased with the translation, or with 
the motive from which it was attempted ; for it was 
done at the particular request of Mrs. Somers. This 
lady's ingenuity, however, did not fail to discover 
some cause for dissatisfeiction. Mademoiselle de Cou- 
langes had adapted the words to a French, and not to 
an English air. 

" This is a favourite air of mamma's," said Emilie, 
'' and I thought that she would be pleased by my 
choosing it." 

" Yes," replied Mrs. Somers, in her constrained 
voice, " I remember that the countess de Coulangei^ 
and her friend — or your friend — M. de Brisac, were 
charmed with this air, when you sang it the other 
night. I found fault with it, I believe — ^but then 
you had a majority against me, and mth some people 
that is sufficient. Few ask themselves what consti^ 
tutes a majority — numbers or sense. Judgments and 
tastes may differ in value ; but one vote is always as 
good as another, in the opinion of those who are de- 
cided merely by numbers." 

^^ I hope that I shall never be one of those," said 
Emilie. ^* Upon the present occasion I assure you, 

my dear Mrs. Somers, that I was influenced by " 

• ^^ O ! my dear mademoiselle de Coulanges," inter- 
rupted Mrs. Somers, " you need not give yourself the 
trouble to explain about such a trifle — ^the thing is 
perfectly clear. And nothing is more natural than 
that you should despise the taste of a friend wjien 
put in competition with that of a lover." 
'' Of a lover !" 

" Yes, of a lover. Why should mademoiselle de 
Coulanges think it necessary to look astonished ? But 
young ladies imagine this sort of dimTS!W^a^C\'OTL\^^^ 
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coming — and can I hope to meet with an exception^ 

or to find one superior to the Jinesse of her sex? 

I beg your pardon^ mademoiselle de Coulanges^ I 
really forgot that lady Littleton was present when 
this terrible word lover escaped — but I can assure 
you that frankness is not incompatible with her ideas 
q£ delicacy." 

** You are mistaken^ dear Mrs. Somers; indeed 
you are mistaken/' said Emilie ; " but you are dis- 
pleased with me now, and I will take a more favour- 
able moment to set you right. In the mean time, I 
will go and water the hydrangia, which I forgot, and 
which I reproached myself for forgetting yesterday." 

Emilie left the room. 

" Are you convinced now, my dear lady Littleton," 
cried Mrs. Somers, " that this girl has no soul—- «n4 
very little heart ?" 

^^ I am convinced only that she has an excellent 
temper," said lady Littleton. " 1 hope you do not 
think a good temper is incompatible with a heart or 
a soul." 

" I will tell you what I think, and what I am sure 
of," cried Mrs. Somers, raising her voice, ^^ that ma- 
demoiselle de Coulanges Mdll be a constant cause of 
dispute and uneasiness between you and me, lady 
Littleton — I foresee the end of this. As a return for 
^ I have done for her and her mother, she will rob 
me of the affections of one whom I love and esteem, 
respect and admire — as she well knows — above all 
other human beings. She will rob me of the affections 
of one who has been my friend, my best, my only con- 
stant friend, for twenty years! Oh! why am I 

doomed eternally to be the victim of ingratitude }" 

In spite of lady Littleton's efforts to stop and calm 
her, Mrs. Somers burst out of the room in an agony 
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of passion. She ran up a back staircase which led to 
her dressing-room^ but suddenly stopped when she 
came to the landing-place^ for she found Emilie 
watering her plants. 

" Lookj dear Mrs. Somers^ this hydrangia is just 
going to blow ; though I was so careless as to forget 
to water it yesterday." 

" I beg, mademoiselle de Coulanges, that you will 
not trouble yourself/' said Mrs. Somers, haughtily. 
" Surely there are servants enough in this house whose 
business it is to remember these things." 

'^ Yes/' said Emilie, " it is their business, but it is 
my pleasure. You must not, indeed you must not, 
take my watering-pot firom me !" 

" Pardon me, I must, mademoiselle — ^vou are very 
condescending and polite, and I am very blunt and 
rude, or whatever you please to think mew But tLe 
fact is, that I am not to be flattered by what the 
French call des petites attentions : they are suited to 
little minds, but not to me. You will never know 
my character, mademoiselle de Coulanges — I am not 
to be pleased by such means." 

^^ Teach me then better means, my dear friend, and 
do not bid me despair of ever pleasing you," said 
Emilie, throwing her arms round Mrs. Somers to de- 
tain her. 

" Excuse me — I am an Englishwoman, and do not 
love emhrassades, which mean nothing," said Mrs. 
Somers, struggling to disengage herself; and she 
rushed suddenly forward, without perceiving that 
Emilie's foot was entangled in her train. Emilie 
was thrown from the top of the stairs to the bottom. 
Mrs. Somers screamed — ^lady Littleton came out of 
Jier room. 

" She is dead ! — I have killed her !"-^— ctv^ '^x'^% 
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Somers. Lady Littleton raised Emilie from the 
ground — she was quite stunned by the violence of 
the fidl. 

'' Oh ! speak to me ! dearest Emilie^ speak once 
more !" said Mrs. Somers. 

As soon as Emilie could speaks she assured Mrs. 
Somers that she should be quite well in a few mi- 
nutes. When she attempted^ however, to walk, she 
found she was unable to move, for her ankle was 
violently sprained : she was carried into lady Little- 
ton's room, and placed upon a sofiEu She exerted 
herself to bear the pain she felt, that she might not 
alarm or seem to reproach Mrs. Somers ; and she re« 
peatedly blamed herself for the awkwardness with 
which she had occasioned her own falL Mrs. Somers, 
in the greatest bustle and confusion, called every ser<* 
vant in the house about her, sent them different ways 
for all the remedies she had ever heard of for a sprain ; 
then was sure Emilie's skull was fractured — asked 
fifty times in ^ve minutes whether she did not feel a 
certain sickness in her stomach, which was the in- 
fallible sign of " something wrong** — ^insisted upon 
her smelling at salts, vinegar, and various essences-- 
made her swallow, or at least taste, many sorts of 
drops and cordials. By this time madame de Coulanges, 
who was at her toilette, had heard of the accident, 
and came running in half dressed ; the hurry of Mrs. 
Somers's manner, the crowd of assistants, the quantity 
of remedies, the sight of Emilie stretched upon a soia, 
and the sound of the word Jracture, which caught her 
ear, had such an effect upon the countess, that she 
was instantly seized with one of her nervous attacks 
— and Mrs. Somers was astonished to see Emilie 
spring from the sofa to assist her mother. When 
madame de Coulanges recovered, Emilie used all her. 
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powers of persuasion to calm her spirits^ laughed at 
the idea of her skull being fractured^ and said^ that 
she had only twisted her ankle^ which would merely 
prevent her from dancing for a few days. The 
countess pitied herself for having such terribly weak 
nerves— < congratulated herself upon her daughter's 
safety— -declared that it was a miracle how she could 
have escaped^ in falling down such a narrow staircase 
•^-observed^ that^ though the stairs in London were 
cleaner and better carpeted, the staircases of Paris 
were at least four times as broad, and, consequently, 
a hundred times as safe. She then reminded EmiJie 
of an anecdote mentioned by madame de Genlis about 
a princess of France, who, when she retired to a con- 
vent, complained bitterly of the narrowness of the 
staircase, which, she said, she found a real misfortune 
to be obliged to descend. " Tell me, Emilie, what 
was the name of the princess ?" 

" The princess Louisa of France, I believe, mam- 
ma,'* replied Emilie. 

Madame de Coulanges repeated, " Ay, the princess 
Louisa of France ;" and then, well satisfied, returned 
to finish her toilette. 

*' You have an excellent memory, mademoiselle de 
Coulanges," said Mrs. Somers, looking with an air of 
pique at Emilie. ^^ I really am rejoiced to see you so 
much yourself again — I thought you were seriously 
hurt.*' 

'^ I told you that I was not," said Emilie, forcing 
a smile. 

" Yes, but I was such a fool as to be terrified out 
of my senses by seeing you lie down on a sofe. I 
might have saved myself and you a great deal of 
trouble. I must have appeared ridiculously officious. 
I saw indeed that I was troublesome j and I ^Ka^\» 

VOL. IX. ^ *^ 
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-' I i^^mt^ty" sid she, in a hist Take. ''- tiiat tins 
paJn 'R'^/^iId go oC but it i« giowii loovt Tiolcnt.'' 
Emilie cxmld asj no mofv; ibe Lad bonie intense 
pain as long as she v^s abEe: and Do«r, quite orer- 
cfsiiut, she Leaned back, and fiunted. Ladr Littleton 
threw open the windoir,^rinkkd water npoa Emilie's 
fact, and gave her assistance in tbe kindest manner, 
without calling any of the seit anis ; she knew that 
the return of Mrs. Somen woaid do moie harm than 
good. Elmilie soon reoorered her reooOecdoo; ai4 
whilst lady Littleton was mblnng the spained ankle 
with ether^ in hopes of Ifawening the pain, she asked 
how the accident had happoied. — Emilie replied 
himply, that she had entan^ed her fiiot in Mrs. 
Simiers's gown. '' I nnderstand, firom what Mrs. 
Homers hinted when she left the room," said lady 
Littleton, ^^ that she was somehow in fault in this 
affair, and that you could blame her if you would ; 
but I see that you will not ; and I love you the better 
for justifying the good opinion that I had formed of 

you, Emilie. ^But I will not talk sentiment to you 

MOW — you are in too much pain to relish it." 
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" Not at all," said Emilie : '* I feel more pleasure 
than pain at this moment — indeed my ankle does not 
hurt me now that I am quite still — the pleasant cold 
of the ether has relieved the pain. How kind you 
are to me, lady Littleton, and how much I am 
obliged to you for judging so favourably of my cha- 
racter !" 

" You are not obliged to me, my dear, for I do you 
only justice." 

" Justice is sometimes felt as the greatest possible 
obligation, especially by those who have experienced 
the reverse. — But," said Emilie, checking herself, 
'' let me not blame Mrs. Somers, or incline you to 
blame her. I should do very wrong, indeed, if I 
were, in return for all she has done for us, to cause 
any jealousies or quarrels between her and her best 
friend. Oh ! that is what I most dread ! To prevent 
it, I would — ^it is not polite to say so— but I would, 
my dear lady Littleton, even withdraw myself from 
your society. This very day you return to your own 
house. You were so good as to ask me to go often to 
see you. Forgive me, if I do not avail myself of this 
kind permission. You will know my reasons ; and 
I hope they are such as your ladyship will approve." 

A servant came in, to say that her ladyship's car- 
riage was at the door. 

'* One word more before you go, my dear lady Lit- 
tleton," said Emilie, with a supplicating voice and 
countenance. " Tell me, I beseech you — for you have 
been her friend from her childhood, and must know 
better than any one living — tell me how I can please 
JMrs. Somers. I begin to be afraid that I shall at last 
be weary of my fruitless efforts, and I dread — above 
all things I dread — that my affection for her should 
be worn out. How painful it would \ift\.Q ^v^sXsc^'Om^ 
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continual weight of obligation^ without being able to 
feel the pleasure of gratitude !" 

Lady Littleton was going to reply> but she was 
prevented by the sudden .entrance of Mrs. Somers 
with her fece of wrath. 

'^ So^ lady Littleton^ you are actually going, I 
find ! — And I have not had one moment of your oon< 
versation. May I be allowed — ^if mademoiselle de 
Coulanges has finished her mysteries — ^to say a few 
words to you ?" 

^' You will give me leave^ I am sure> Emilie," said 
lady Littleton^ '' to repeat to Mrs. Somers every word 
that you have said to me ?" 

" Yes, every word/* said Emiliej blushii^ yet 
speaking with firmness. " I have no mysteries — I do 
not wish to conceal firom Mrs. Somers any thing that 
I say or think." 

Mrs. Somers seized lady Littleton's arm, and left 
the room ; but when she had entire possession of her 
friend's ear, she had nothing to say, or nothing that 
she would say, except half sentences, reproaching her 
for not staying longer, and insinuating that Emilie 
would be the cause of their separating for ever. — 
" Now, as you have her permission, will you fieivoor 
me with a repetition of her last conversation ?" 

'' Not in your present humour, my dear," said lady 
Littleton : ^^ this is not the happy moment to speak 
reason to you. Adieu ! — I give you fi)ur-and-twenty 
hours' grace before I declare you a bankrupt in tem- 
per. You shall hear from me to-morrow; for, on 
some subjects, I have always found it better to write 
than to speak to you." 

Mrs. Somers continued during the remainder of the 
day in a desperate state of ill*humour, which was in- 
creased by finding that mademoiselle de Coulanges 
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eould neither stand nor walk. Mrs. Somers was per- 
suaded that Emilie^ if she would have exerted herself^ 
could have done both^ but that she preferred exciting 
the pity of the whole house ; and this^ *' all circum- 
stances considered^ was a proof of total want of gene- 
rosity and gratitude." The next mornings however, 
she was alarmed by hearing from Mrs. Masham, 
whom she had sent to attend upon mademoiselle de 
Coulanges, that her ankle was violently swelled and 
inflamed. — Just when the full tide of her affections 
was beginning to flow in Emilie's favour, Mrs. So- 
mers received the following letter from lady Lit- 
tleton. 

^' Enclosed, I have sent you, as well as I can re- 
odlect it, every word of the conversation that passed 
yesterday between mademoiselle de Coulanges and 
me. If I were less anxious for your happiness, and 
if I had not so high an opinion of the excellence of 
your disposition, I should wish, my dear friend, to 
spare both you and myself the pain of speaking and 
hearing the truth. But I know that I have pre-, 
served your affection many years beyond the usual 
limits of female i&iendship, by daring to speak to you 
with perfect sincerity, and by trusting to the justice 
of your better self. Perhaps you would rather have 
* compliment to your generosity than to your jus- 
tice ; but in this I shall not indulge you, because I 
think you already set too high a value upon gene- 
rosity. It has been the misfortune of your life, my 
dear friend, to believe, that, by making great sacri- 
fices, and conferring great benefits, you could ensure 
to yourself, in return, affection and gratitude : — ^you 
mistake both the nature of obligation, and the effect 
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which it produces on the human mind. Obligations 
may command gratitude^ but can never ensure love. 
If the benefit be of a pecuniary nature^ it is neces- 
sarily attended with a certain sense of humiliation, 
which destroys the equality of friendship. Of what- 
ever description the favour may be, it becomes bur- 
densome, if gratitude be expected as a tribute, instead 
of being accepted as the free-will offering of the heart : 
^ still paying still to owe* is irksome, even to those who 
have nothing satanic in their natures. A person who 
has received a favour is in a defenceless state with 
respect to a benefactor ; and the benefiEu;tor who makes 
an improper use of the power which gratitude gives 
becomes an oppressor. I know your generous spirit, 
and I am fully sensible that no one has a more just 
idea than you have of the delicacy that ought to be 
used towards those whom you have obliged ; but you 
must permit me to observe, that your practice is not 
always conformable to your theory. Temper is doubly 
necessary to those who love, as you do, to confer 
favours : it is the duty of a benefieu^ess to command 
lier feelings, and to refrain absolutely from every spe- 
cies of direct or indirect reproach ; else her kindness 
becomes only a source of misery; and even from the 
benevolence of her disposition she derives the means 
of giving pain. 

" I have said enough ; and I know that you will 
not be offended. The moment your understanding is 
convinced and your heart touched, all paltry jealousies 
and petty irritations subside, and you are always 
capable of acting in a manner worthy of yourself. 
Adieu ! — May you, my dear friend, preserve the af- 
fections of one who feels for you, I am convinced, ther 
6iost sincere gratitude. You will reap a rich harvests 
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if you do not, with childish impatience, disturb the 
seeds that you have sown, to examine whether they 
are growing. 

Your faithful friend, 

L. Littleton." 

This letter had an immediate and strong effect upon 
the mind of Mrs. Somers : she went directly with it 
open in her hand to Emilie. ^^ Here," said she, " is 
the letter of a noble-minded woman, who dares to 
speak truth, painful truth, to her best friend. She 
does me justice in being convinced that I shall not be 
offended; she does me justice in believing that an 
appeal to my candour and generosity cannot be in 
vain, especially when it is made by her voice. Emilie, 
you shall see that I am worthy to have a sincere 
friend ; you shall see that I can even command my 
temper, when I have what, to my own feelings and 
understanding, appears adequate motive. But, my 
dear, you are in pain — let me look at this ankle — I 
am absolutely afraid to see it — Good Heavens 1 how 
it is swelled 1 — ^And I fancied, all yesterday, that you 
eould have walked upon it! — ^And I thought you 

wanted only to excite pity ! My poor child ! — I 

have used you barbarously — most barbarously!" cried 
IMrs. Somers, kneeling down beside the sofa. " And 
can you ever forgive me? — Yes! that sweet smile 
tells me that you can." 

'^ All I ask of you," said Emilie, embracing Mrs. 
Somers, " is to believe that I am grateful, and to 
continue to make me love you as long as I live. This 
must depend upon you more than upon myself." 

" I know it, my dear," said Mrs. Somers. '' Be 
satisfied — I will not wear out vour affections. You 
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have dealt Burly with me. I lore yoa for haTing tli« 
oourage to speak as yoa thinlu — ^Bat now that it is 
all over^ I must tell yoa what it was that displeased 
me— for I hate half recancaliations : I will tell yoa 
all that passed in my mind." 

'' Pray do^" said Emilie ; *' far then I shall know 
how to avoid displeasing yoa another time." 

" No danger of that, my dear. Yoa will never 
make me angry again ; for I am sore you will now 
he as frank towards me as I am towards yon. It 
was not yoar adapting that little poem to a French 
rather than to an English air that displeased me^— I 
am not quite so childish as to he offended hy such a 
trifle ; but I own I did not like your saying that 
yoa chose it merely to comply with your mothe/s 
taste. — ^And you will acknowledge^ Enulie^ there was 
a want of sincerity^ a want c^ candour^ in your af- 
fected look of astonishment^ when I mentioned M. 
de Brisac I do not claim your confidence as a right 
— God forbid ! — But if the warmest desire for your 
happiness^ the most affectionate sympathy^ can merit 
confidence— But I will not say a word that can 
imply reproach. On the contrary^ I will only assure 
you^ that I have penetration sufficient always to know 
your wishes^ and activity enough to serve you effec- 
tually^ even without being your confidante. I shall 
this night see a friend who is in power — ^I will speak 
to him about M. de Brisac: I have hopes that his 
pension from our government may be doubled." 

'' I wish it may^ for his sake^" said Emilie ; " but 
certainly not for my own." 

" Oh ! mademoiselle de Coulanges ! — But I have 
no right to extort confidence. I will not^ as I said 
before^ utter a syllable that can imply reproach. Let 
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me go on with what I was telling you of my inten- 
tions. As soon as the pension is doubled^ I will 
speak to madame de Coulanges about M« de Brisac" 

^^ For Heaven's sake^ do not !" interrupted Emilie; 
" for you would do me the greatest possible injury. 
Mamma would then think it a suitable match^ and 
she would wish me to marry him ; and nothing could 
make me more unhappy than to be under the ne- 
cessity of acting contrary to my duty — of disobeying 
and displeasing her for ever — or else of uniting my- 
self to M. de Brisac^ whom I can neither love nor 
esteem/' 

" Is it possible^" exclaimed Mrs. Somers^ with 
joyful astonishment^ " is it possible that I have been 
under a mistake all this time ? My dearest Emilie I 
now you are every thing I first thought you ! Indeed> 
I could not think with patience of your making such 
a match; for M. de Brisac is a mere nothing — worse 
than a mere nothing ; a coxcomb^ and a peevish cox- 
comb." 

'^ And how could you suspect me of loving such a 
man ?** said Emilie. 

*^ I never thought you loved him, but I thought 
you would marry him. French marriages, you know, 
according to Vancien rSgime^ in which you were 
brought up, were never supposed to be affairs of the 
heart, but mere alliances of interest, pride, or con- 
venience." 

Yes — des mariages de convenance," said Emilie. 

We have suffered terribly by the revolution ; but 
I owe to it one blessing, which, putting what mamma 
has felt out of the question, I should say has over- 
balanced all our losses : I have escaped — what must 
have been my fate, in the ancient order of things — 
un manage de convenance. I must tell ^q>>^\ss5w V 






3G2 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

escaped, by a happy misfortune/' continued Emilie; 
suddenly recovering her vivacity of manner. " The 
family of M. de Brisac had settled^ with mine, that 
I was to be la comtesse de Brisac — but we lost our 
property, and M. le comte his memory. Mamma 
was provoked and indignant — I rejoiced. When I 
saw how shabbily he behaved, could I do otherwise 
than rejoice at having escaped being his wife ? M. le 
comte de Brisac soon lost his hereditary honours and 
possessions— Heaven forgive me, for not pitying him ! 
I was only glad mamma now agreed with me that we 
had nothing to regret. I had hoped that we should 
never have heard more of him : but, lo ! here he is 
again in my way, with a commission in your English, 
army, and a pension from your generous king, which 
make him, amongst poor emigrants, a man of conse- 
quence. And he has taken it into his head to sigh^ 
for me, because I laugh at him ; and he talks of 
his sentiments — sentiments ! — he who has no prin- 
ciples ! " 

*^ My noble-minded Emilie !" cried Mrs. Somers, 
'^ I cannot express to you the delight I feel at this 
explanation. How could I be such an idiot as not 
sooner to see the truth ! But I was misled by the; 
solicitude that madame de Coulanges showed about 
this M. de Brisac ; and I foolishly concluded that 
you and your mother were one. On the contrary, 
no two people can be more different, thank Heaven ! 
— I beg your pardon for that thanksgiving — I see it 
distresses you, my dear Emilie — and, believe me, I 
never was less disposed to give you pain — I have 
made you suffer too much already, both in mind and; 
body. This terrible ankle " 

" It does not give me any pain," said Emilie, 
^* except when I attempt to walk ; and it is no great, 
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misfortune to be obliged to be quiet for a few 
days." 

Mrs. Somers's whole soul was now intent upon 
the means of making her young friend amends for. 
all she had suffered : this last conversation had raised 
her •to the highest point both of favour and esteem. 
Mrs. Somers was now revolving in her mind a scheme^ 
which she had formed in the first moments of her 
partiality for Emilie — a scheme of marrying her to 
her son. She had often quarrelled with this son ; 
but she persuaded herself that Emilie would make 
him every thing that was amiable and respectable, 
and that she should form an indissoluble bond of 
family union and felicity- ^* Then/' said she to 
herself, ^' Emilie will certainly be established ac- 
cording to her mother's satisfaction. M. de Brisac 
cannot possibly stand in the way here ; for my son 
has name and fortune, and every thing that madame 
de CJoulanges can desire." 

Mrs. Somers wrote immediately to summon her 
son home. In the mean time, delighted with this 
new and grand project, and thinking herself sure of 
success, she neglected, according to her usual custom, 
the " little courtesies of life ;" and all lady Littleton's 
excellent observations upon the nature of gratitude, 
and the effect produced on the mind by obligations, 
were entirely obliterated from her memory. 

Emilie's sprained ankle confined her to the house 
for some weeks ; both madame de Coulanges and 
Mrs. Somers began by offering in the most eager 
manner, in competition with each other, to stay at 
home every evening to keep her company ; but she 
found that she could not accept of the offer of one 
without offending the other: she knew that her 
mother would have les vapeurs noirs, if she wa& xNfik%. 
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in society ; and as she bad reason to apprehend that 
Mrs. Somers could not^ with the best intentions pos- 
sible, remain three hours alone^ with even a dear 
friend, without finding or making some subject elf 
quarrel, she wisely declined all these kind offers. In 
fttct, these were trifling tacrifices, which it would 
not have suited Mrs. Somers's temper to make ; for 
there was no glory to be gained by them. She re- 
gularly came every evening, as soon as she was dressed, 
to pity Emilie— to repeat her wish that she might 
be allowed to stay at home — then to step into her 
carriage^ and drive away to spend four hours in com- 
pany which she professed to hate. 

Lady Littleton made no complimentary speeches, 
but every day she contrived to spend some time with 
Emilie ; and, by a thousand small but kind instances 
of attention, which asked neither for admiration nor 
gratitude, she contributed to Emilie's daily hap- 
piness. In whatever occupations she was engaged, 
lady Littleton took an interest ; and she was always 
ready to give her assistance and advice^ at the time 
and in the manner that Emilie desired. 

This ready sympathy, and this promptitude to 
oblige in trifles, became extremely agreeable to ma- 
demoiselle de Coulanges : perhaps from the contrast 
with Mrs. Somers's defects, lady Littleton's manners 
pleased her peculiarly. She was under no fear of 
giving offence, so that she could speak her senti- 
ments or express her feelings without constraint; 
and, in short, she enjoyed, in this lady's society, a 
degree of tranquillity of mind and freedom to which 
she had long been a stranger. Lady Littleton had 
employed her excellent understanding in studying 
the minute circumstances which tend to make people^ 
of different characters and tempers^ agree and live 
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happily together ; and she understood and practised 
so successfully all the honest arts of pleasing^ that 
she rendered herself the centre of union to a large 
circle of relations^ many of whom she had converted 
into friends. This she had accomplished without 
any violent effort, without making any splendid sa- 
crifices, but with that calm, gentle, persevering kind* 
ness of temper, which, when united to good sense, 
forms the real happiness of domestic life, and the 
true perfection of the female character. Those who 
have not traced the causes of family quarrels would 
not readily guess firom what slight circumstances they 
often originate : they arise more frequently from small 
defects in temper than from material faults of cha- 
racter. People who would perhaps sacrifice their for- 
tunes or lives for each other camiot, at certain mo- 
ments, give up their will or command their humour 
in the slightest degree. 

Whilst Emilie was confined by her sprained ankle, 
she employed herself in embroidering and painting 
various trifles, which she intended to offer as souvenirs 
to her English friends. AmongstHhese, the prettiest 
was one which she called the watch of Flora *, It 
was a dial-plate for a pendule, on which the hours 
were marked by flowers — ^by those flowers which 
open or close their petals at particular times of the 
day. ^* Linnaeus has enumerated forty-six flowers 
which possess this kind of sensibility ; and has 
marked," as he says, " their respective hours of rising 
and setting." From these forty-six Emilie wished 
to select the most beautiful : she had some difiiculty 
in finding such as would suit her purpose, especially 
as the observations made in the botanic gardens of 

* See Botanic Garden, cantp 2. 
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Upsal could not exactly agree with our dimate. She 
sometimes applied to Mrs. Somers for assistance; 
but IVIrs. Somers repeatedly forgot to borrow for her 
the botanical books which she wanted : this was too 
small a service for her to remember. She was pro- 
vc^ed at last by Emilie's reiterated requests^ and 
vexed by her own forgetfulness ; so that mademoiselle 
de Coulanges at last determined not to run the risk 
of offending, and she reluctantly laid aside her dial- 
plate. 

Young people of vivacious and inventive tempers, 
who know what it is to be eagerly intent upon some 
favourite little project, will give Emilie due credit for 
her forbearance. Lady Littleton, though not a young 
person, could so feur sympathise in the pursuits of 
youth as to feel for Emilie's disappointment. " No," 
said she, " you must not lay aside your watch of 
Flora ; perhaps I can help you to what you want.'* 
She was indefatigable in the search of books and 
flowers ; and, by assisting her in the pursuit of this 
slight object, she not only enabled her to spend many 
happy hours, but was of the most essential service to 
Emilie. It happened, that one morning, when lady 
Littleton went to Kew Gardens to search in the hot- 
houses for some of the flowers, and to ascertain their 
hours of closing, she met with a French botanist, who 
had just arrived from Paris, who came to examine the 
arrangement of Kew Gardens, and to compare it with 
that of the Jardin des Plantes. He paid some de- 
served compliments to the superiority of Kew Gar- 
dens ; and, with the ease of a Frenchman, he entered 
into conversation with lady Littleton. As he in- 
quired for several French emigrants, she mentioned 
the name of madame de Coulanges, and asked whe- 
ther he knew to whom the property of her family 
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now belonged. He said, ^^ that it was still in the 
possession of that scelerat of a steward, who had, by 
his informations, brought his excellent master, le 
comte de Coulanges, to the guillotine. But," added 
the botanist, " if you, madam, are acquainted with 
any of the family, will you give them notice that this 
wretch is near his end ; that he has, within a few 
weeks, had two strokes of apoplexy; and that his 
eldest son by no means resembles him ; but is a 
worthy young man, who, to my certain knowledge^ is 
shocked at his father's crimes, and who might be pre- 
vailed upon, by a reasonable consideration, to restore 
to the family, to whom it originally belonged, the 
property that has been seized? I have more than 
.once, even in the most dangerous times, heard him (in 
confidence) express the strongest attachment 'to the 
descendant of the good master, who loaded him in his 
childhood with favours. These sentiments he has 
been, of course, obliged to dissemble, and to profess 
directly the contrary principles: it can only be by 
sucli means that he can gain possession of the estate, 
which he wishes to restore to the rightful owners. 
He passes for as great a scoundrel as his father : this 
' is not the least of his merits. But, madam, you may 
depend upon the correctness of my information, and 
of my knowledge of his character. I was once, as a 
man of science, under obligation to the late comte de 
Coulanges, who gave me the use of his library ; and 
most happy should I think myself, if I could by any 
means be instrumental in restoring his descendants to 
the possession of that library." 

There was such an air of truth and frankness in 
the countenance and manner of this gentleman, that, 
notwithstanding the extraordinary nature of his in- 



3G8 TALES OF FASHIOKABLS UFE. 

fonnation, and the still more extrBordiiiary £Eualitj 
with which it was commanicated, lady LitUeton oould 
not help believing him. He gave her ladyship his 
address ; told her that he should return to Paris in a 
few days ; and that he should be happy if he could 
be made^ in any manner, useful to madame de Cou- 
langes. Impatient to impart all this good news to 
her friends^ lady Littleton hastened to Mrs. Somers's; 
but just as she put her hand on the lock of Emilie's 
door, she recollected ^Irs. Somers, and determined to 
tell her the first, that she might have the pleasure of 
communicating the joyful tidings. From her know- 
ledge of the temper of her firiend, lady Littleton 
thought that this would be peculiarly gratifying to 
her; but, contrary to all rational expectation, Mrs. 
Somers heard the news with an air of extreme morti- 
fication, which soon turned into anger. She got up 
and walked about the room, whilst lady Littleton 
was speaking ; and, as soon as she had finished her 
story, exclaimed, " Was there ever any thing so pro- 
voking !" 

She continued walking, deep in reverie, whilst lady 
Littleton sat looking at her in amazement. Mrs. 
Somers having once formed the generous scheme of 
enriching Emilie by a marriage with her son, was 
actually disappointed to find that there was a proba- 
bility that mademoiselle de Coulanges should recover 
a fortune which would make her more than a suitable 
match for Mr. Somers. There was another circum- 
stance that was still more provoking — this property 
was likely to be recovered without the assistance erf 
Mrs. Somers. There are people who would rather 
that their best friends should miss a piece of good 
fortune than that they should obtain it without their 
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intervention. Mrs. Somers at length quieted her own 
mind by the idea that all lady Littleton had heard 
might have no foundation in truth. 

'' I am surprised^ my dear friend, that a person of 
your excellent judgment can, for an instant, believe 
auch a strange story as this/' said Mrs. Somers. " I 
assure you, I do not give the slightest credit to it. 
And, in my opinion, it would be much better not to 
say one word about the matter, either to Emilie or 
xnadame de Coulanges. It will only fill their minds 
with Mse and absurd hopes — ^madame de Coulanges 
will torment herself and me to death ^^ith conjectures 
and exchunations ; and we shall hear of nothing but 
the Hotel de Coulanges, and the Chateau de Cou- 
langes, from morning till night ; and, after all, I am 
convinced she will never see ieither of them again." 

To this assertion, which Mrs. Somers could sup- 
port only by repeating that it was her conviction — 
that it was her unalterable conviction— riady Littleton 
simply replied, that it would be improper not to men- 
tion what had happened to madame de Coulanges, 
because this would deprive her of an opportunity of 
judging and acting for herself in her own affairs. 
^* This French gentleman has offered to carry letters, 
or to do her any service in his power ; he informs her, 
that the steward who had possessed himself of the 
family estate is not expected to live ; and that a young 
man will succeed to him, who is disposed to restore 
the whole property to the rightful owners, if he knew 
where they could be found, and if they would secure 
ta him the means of subsistence. Surely," said Iddy 
Littleton, ^^ we should not be justifiable in concealing 
this : the information may be false, but of that ma- 
dame de Coulanges should at least have an oppor- 
tunity of judging ; she should see this botejfti^\.> «5v^ 

VOL. IX. "B"^ 
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the will reooUect whether what he aays of the count, 
and his allowing him the uae of his library, be tme 
or false: from these arcomstanoesy we may obtain 
some ^ELTther reason to beliere or disbeliere him. I 
should be Eorry to excite hopes which must end in 
disappointment ; but the chance of good, in this case, 
appears to me far greater than the chance of eviL" 

** Very well, my dear lady Littleton,'' interrupted 
Mrs. Somers, '* you will follow your judgment, and 
I must be allowed to follow mine, though I make no 
doubt that yours is superior. Manage this business 
as you please — I will have nothing to do with it. It is 
your opinion that madame deCoulanges and her daugh- 
ter should hear this wonderfully fine story; therefore 
I beg you will be the relater — ^I must be excused — 
for my part, I can't give any credit to it — no, not the 
slightest. But your judgment is better than mine, 
lady Littleton — you will act as you think proper, and' 
manage the whole business yourself — I am sure I wish 
you success with all my heart." • 

Lady Littleton, by a mixture of firmness and gen- 
tleness in her manner, so far worked upon the temper 
of Mrs. Somers, as to prevail upon her to believe that 
the management of the business was not her object ; 
and she even persuaded Mrs. Somers to be present 
when the intelligence ^as communicated to madame 
de Coulanges and Emilie. She could not, however, 
forbear repeating, that she did not believe the story : 
—this incredulity afforded her a plausible pretext 
for not sympathising in the general joy. Madame de 
Coulanges was alternately in ecstasy and in despair, 
as she listened to lady Littleton or to Mrs. Somiers : 
her exclamations would have been much less frequent 
and violent, if Mrs. Somers had not provoked Uiem, 
by mixing with her hopes a large portion of fear. The 
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next day, when she saw the French gentleman, her 
hopes were predominant : for she recollected perfectly 
having seen this gentleman, in former times, at the 
Hotel de Conlanges ; she knew that he was un sa^ 
vant ; and that he had, before the revolution, the re- 
putation of being a very worthy man. Madame de 
Coulanges, by lady Littleton's advice, determined, 
however, to be cautious in what she wrote to send to 
France by this gentleman. Emilie took the letters 
to Mrs. Somers, and requested her opinion ; but she 
declined giving any. ^ 

'^ I have nothing to do with the business, made-} 
moiselle de Coulanges," said she ; " you will be 
guided by the opinion of my lady Littleton." 

Emilie saw that it was in vain to expostulate ; she 
retired in silence, much embarrassed as to the answer 
which she was to give to her mother, who was wait-^ 
ing to hear the opinion of Mrs. Somers. Madame de 
Coulanges, impatient with Emilie, for bringing her 
only a reference to lady Littleton's opinion, went her- 
self, with what she thought the most amiable polite- 
ness, to solicit the advice of Mrs. Somers ; but she 
was astonished, and absolutely shocked, by the cold- 
ness and want of good breeding with whidi this lady- 
persi3ted in a refusal to have any thing to do with 
the business, or even to read the letters which waited 
for her judgment. The countess opened her large 
eyes to their utmost orbicular extent ; and, after a 
moment's silence, the strongest possible expression 
that she could give of amazement, she also retired, 
and returned to Emilie, to demand from her an ex- 
planation of what she could not understand. The 
ill-humour of Mrs. Somers, now that madame de 
Coulanges was wakened to the perception of it, was 
not, as it had been to poor Emilie, a subject ^i. <:«v3k.-. 
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tinual anxiety and pain^ but merely matter of asto- 
nishment and curiosity. She looked upon Mrs. So- 
mers as an English oddity, as a lusus natural ; and 
she alternately asked Emilie to account for these 
strange appearances^ or shru^ed up her shoulders^ 
and submitted to the impossibility of a Frenchwo- 
Iran's ever understanding such extravagances. 

"Ah que c'est bizarre! — Mais^ mon eaiosA, ex- 
pliquez moi done tout 9a — Mais 9a ne s'explique 
point — Certes c'est une Angloise qui s^t donner, 
mais qui ne s^ait pas vivre. — Voltaire s'y connaissait 
mieux que moi apparemment— et heureusement." 

Content with this easy method of settling things^ 
madame de Coulanges sealed and despatched her let- 
ters^ appealed no more to Mrs. Somers for advice^ and, 
when she saw any extraordinary signs of displeasure, 
repeated to herself — "Ah que c'est bizarre I" • And 
this phrase was for some time a quieting charm. But 
as the anxiety of the countess increased, at the time 
when she expected to receive the decisive answer from 
her steward's son, she talked with incessant and un- 
controllable volubility of her hopes and fears — her 
conjectures and calculations — and of the Chateau and 
Hotel de Coulanges ; and she could not endure to see 
that Mrs. Somers heard all this with affected coldness 
or real impatience. 

" How is this possible, Emilie !" said she. " Here 
is a woman who would give me half her fortune,..and 
who yet seems to wish that I should not recover the 
whole of mine ! Here is a woman who would move 
heaven and earth to serve me in her own way ; but 
who, nevertheless, will not give me either a word of 
advice or a look of sympathy, in the most important 
affair and the most anxious moment of my life ! But 
this is more than bizarre — ^this is intolerably pro- 
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yoking. For my part, I would rather a friend would 
deny me any thing than sympathy: without sjrm- 
pathy there is no society — there is no living — there 
is no talking. I begin to feel my obligations a bur« 
den ; and, positively, 'with the first money I receive 
from my estates, I will relieve myself from my pe- 
cuniary debt to this generous but incomprehensible 
Englishwoman." 

Every day Enulie dreaded the arrival of the post; 
when her mother asked, '^ Are there any letters from 

Paris.'*" — Constantly the answer was— " No." 

Mrs. Somers's look was triumphant ; and madame de 
Coulanges applied regularly to her smelling-bottle or 
her snuff-box to conceal her emotion, which Mrs. So- 
mers increased by indirect reflections upon the ab- 
surdity of those who listen to idle reports, and build 
castles in the air. Having set her opinion in op- 
position to lady Littleton's, she supported it with a 
degree of obstinacy, and even acrimony, which made 
her often transgress the bounds of that politeness 
which she had formerly maintained in all her differ- 
ences with the comtesse. 

Madame de Coulanges could no longer consider her 
humour as merely bizarre — she found it insupport^ 
able; and Mrs. Somers appeared to her totally 
changed, and absolutely odious, now that she was 
roused by her own sufferings to the perception of 
those evils which Emilie had long borne with all the 
firmness of principle, and all the philosophy of grati« 
tude. Not a day passed without her complaining to 
Emilie of some grossierete from Mrs. Somers. Ma- 
dame de Coulanges suffered so much from irritation 
and anxiety, that her vapeurs noirs returned with 
tenfold violence. Emilie had loved Mrs. Somers, 
even when most unreasonable towards het«ftV£>^^Nssw^ 
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as she behaved with kindness to her mother; but 
now that; instead of a source of pleasure, she became 
the hourly cause of pain to madame de Coulanges, 
Emiiie's affection could no farther go ; and she really 
b^an to dislike this lady — to dread to see her come 
into the room — and to tremble at hearing her voice. 
£milie could judge only by what she saw ; and she 
could not divine that Mrs. Somers was occupied, all 
this time, with the generous scheme of marrying her ) 
to her son and heir, and of settling upon her a large 
fortune ; nor could she guess, that all the ill-humour 
in Mrs. Somers originated in the fear that her friends 
should be made either rich or happy without her as- 
sistance. Her son's delaying to return home, accord- 
ing to her mandate, had disappointed and vexed her 
extremely. Every day, when the post came in, she 
inquired for letters with almost as much eagerness as 
madame de Coulanges. At length a letter came from 
Mr. Somers, to inform his impatient mother that he 
should certainly be in town the beginning of the en- 
suing week. Delighted by this news, she could not 
refrain from the temptation of opening her whole 
mind to Emilie; though she had previously resolved 
not to give the slightest intimation of her scheme to 
any one, not even to lady Littleton, till a definitive 
answer had been received from Paris, respecting the 
fortune of madame de Coulanges. Often, when Mrs. 
Somers was full of some magnanimous design, the 
merest trifle that interrupted the full display of her 
generosity threw her into a passion, even with those 
whom she was going to serve. So it happened in the 
present instance. She went, with her open letter in 
her hand, to the countess's apartment, where un*- 
luckily she found M. de Brisac, who was going to 
read the French newspapers to madame. Mrs. So- 
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mers sat down beside Emilie^ who was painting the 
last flower of her watch of Flora. Mrs. Somers 
wrote on a slip of paper, ^^ Don't ask M. de Brisac to 
read the papers, for I want to speak to yon." She 
threw down the note before Emilie, who was so in- 
tent upon what she was about that she did not im- 
mediately see it — Mrs. Somers touched her elbow — 
Emilie started, and let fall her brush, which made a 
blot upon her dial-plate. 

'^ Oh I what a pity! — Just as I had flnished my 
work,*' cried Emilie, ^' I have spoiled it !" 

M. de Brisac laid down the newspaper to pour 
forth compliments of condolence. — ^Mrs. Somers tore 
the piece of paper as he approached the table, and 
said, with some asperity, '^ One would think this 
was a matter of life and death, by the terms in which 
it is deplored." 

M. de Brisac, who stood so that Mrs. Somefs 
could not see him, shrugged his shoulders, and looked 
at madame de Coulanges, who answered him by an- 
other look, that plainly said, " This is English po- 
liteness !" 

Emilie, who saw that her mother was displeased, 
endeavoured to change the course of her thoughts, 
by begging M. de Brisac to go on with what he was 
reading from the French papers. This was a fresh 
provocation to Mrs. Somers, who forgot that Emilie 
had not read the words on the slip of paper which 
had been torn ; and consequently she could not know 
all Mrs. Somers's impatience for his departure. M. 
de Brisac read, in what this lady called his unemphatic 
French tone, paragraph after paragraph, and column 
after column, whilst her anxiety to have him go every 
moment increased. She moulded her son's letter 
into all manner of shapes, as she sat m^\^ssis^* ^^ 
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complete her misfortunes, something in the paper put 
madame de Coulanges in mind of former times ; and 
she began a long history of the destruction of some 
fine old tapestry hangings in the Chateau de Cou- 
langes, at the beginning of the revolution : this led 
to endless melancholy reflections ; and at length tears 
b^an to flow from the fine eyes of the countess. 

Just at this instant, a butterfly flew into the room, 
and passed by madame de Coulanges, who was sitting 
near the open window. ^^ O ! the beautiful butter- 
fly!" cried she, starting up to catch it. '^ Did you 
ever see such a charming creature? Catch it, M. 
de Brisac ! — Catch it, Emilie ! — Catdi it, Mrs. So- 
mers !" 

With the tears yet upon her cheeks, madame de 
Coulanges began the chase, and M. de Brisac folf- 
lowed, beating the air with his perfumed handker- 
chief, and the butterfly fluttered round the table at 
which Emilie was standing. 

" Eh ! M. de Brisac, catch it !— Catch it, Emilie !" 
repeated her mother. — '' Catch it, Mrs. Somers, ^ 
the love of Heaven V* 

^^ For the love of Heaven I" repeated Mrs. Somers, 
who, immoveably grave, and sullenly indignant, kept 
aloof during this chase. 

" Ah ! pour le coup, papillon, je te tiens !" cried la 
comtesse, and with eager joy she covered it with a 
glass, as it lighted on the table. 

Mademoiselle de Coulanges," cried Mrs. Somers> 

I acknowledge, now, that I was wrong in my cri-* 
ticism of Caroline de Lichtfleld. I blamed the author 
for representing Caroline, at fifteen, or just when she 
is going to be married, as running after butterflies. 
I said that, at that age, it was. too frivolous— out of 
drawing— out of nature. But I should have said 
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only^ that it was out of English nature. — I stand 
corrected." 

Madame de Coulanges. and M. de Brisac again 
interchanged looks^ which expressed ^' Est il possU 
ble r* And la comtesse then^ with an unusual de- 
gree of deliberation and dignity in her manner^ 
walked out of the room. Emilie^ who saw that her 
mother was extremely offended^ was much embar- 
rassed — she went on washing the blot out of her 
drawing. M. de Brisac stood silently looking over 
her, and Mrs. Somers . opposite to him^ wishing him 
fairly at the antipodes. M. de Brisac^ to bresJc the 
silence^ which seemed to him as if it never would be 
broken, asked mademoiselle de Coulanges if she had 
ever seen the stadtholder's fine collection of Butter- 
fiies, and if she did not admire them extremely. No^ 
she never had; but she said that she admired ex- 
tremely the generosity the stadtholder had shoMoi in 
sacrificing, not only his fine collection of butterflies, 
but his most valuable pictures, to save the lives of 
the poor French emigrants, who were under his pro^ 
tection. 

At the sound of the word generosity, Mrs. Semers 
became attentive ; and Emilie was in hopes that she 
would recover her temper, and apologize to her mo- 
ther: but at this moment a servant came to tell 
mademoiselle de Coulanges that la comtesse wished 
to speak to her immediately. She found her mother 
in no humour to receive any apology, even if it had 
been offered: nothing could have hurt madame de 
Coulanges more than the imputation of being fri- 
volous. 

*^ Frivole ! — ^frivole ! — ^moi frivole !** she repeated, 
as soon as Emilie entered the room. " My dear 
Emilie ! I would not live with this Mrs. Soisxftx.^ ^^st 
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the rest of my days, were she to offer me Pitt's dia- 

moud; or the whole mines of Grolconda ! Bon Dieu ! 

— neither money nor diamonds^ after all^ can pay for 
the want of kindness and politeness ! — There is lady 
Littleton^ who has never done us any favour^ but that 
of showing us attention and sympathy, I protest I 
love her a million of times better than I can love 
JMrs. Somers, to whom we owe so much. It is in 
vain, Emilie, to remind me that she is our benefac- 
tress. I have said that over and over to myself, till 
I am tired, and till I have absolutely lost all sense of 
the meaning of the word. Bitterly do I repent 
having accepted of such obligations from this strange 
woman ; for, as to the idea of regaining our estate, 
and paying my debt to her, I have given up all hopes 
of it. You see that we have no letters from France. 
I am quite tired out. I am convinced that we shall 
never have any good news from Paris. And I 
cannot, I will not, remain longer in this house. 
Would you have me submit to be treated with dis- 
respect? Mrs. Somers has affronted me before M. 
de Brisac, in a manner that I cannot, that I ought 
not to endure — that you, Emilie, ought not to wish 
me to endure. I positively will not live upon the 
bounty of Mrs. Somers. There is but one way of 
extricating ourselves. M. de Brisac — ^Why do you 
turn pale, child?— M. de Brisac has this morning 
made me a proposal for you, and the best thing wie 
can possibly do is to accept of it." 

'^ The best! — Pray don't say the best!" cried 
Emilie. " Ah ! dear mamma, for me the worst ! Let 
me beseech you not to sacrifice my happiness for ever 
by such a marriage !" 

" And what other can you expect, Emilie, in your 
present circumstances?" 
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'^ None/' said Emilie. 

'^ And here is an establishment — at least an inde- 
pendence for you — and you call it sacrificing your 
happiness for ever to accept of it !" 

" Yes," said Emilie, " because it is offered to me 
by one whom I can neither love nor esteem. Dearest 
mamma ! can you forget all his former meanness of 
conduct ?" 

^^ His present behaviour. makes amends for the 
past/* said madame de Coulanges, ^' and entitles him 
to my esteem and to yours, and that is sufficient. As 
to love — ^well educated girls do not marry for love." 

"But they ought not to marry without feeling 
love, should they?" said Emilie. 
i " Emilie ! Emilie !" said her mother, '^ these are 
strange ideas that have come into the heads of young 
women since the revolution. If you had remained 
safe in your convent, I should have heard none of 
-this nonsense." 

" Perhaps not, mamma," said Emilie, with a deep 
sigh. " But should I have been happier ?" 
• " A fine question, truly ! — How can I tell } But 
this I can ask you — How can any girl expect to be 
happy, who abandons the principles in which she was 
bred up, and forgets her duty to the mother by whom 
she has been educated — the mother, whose pride, 
whose delight, whose darling, she has ever been? 
Oh! Emilie; this is to me worse than all I have 
ever sufifered!" 

Madame de Coulanges burst into a passion of 
tears, and Emilie stood looking at her in silent de- 
spair. 

" Emilie, you cannot deceive me," cried her mo- 
ther ; " you cannot pretend that it is simply your 
want of esteem for 1^1. de Brisac which reudtst^ '^<is^ 
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thus obfitinately averse to the match. Yoa are in 
love with another person." 

*' Not in love," said Emilie, in a Altering Toice. 

*' You cannot deceive me, £milie — ^remember all 
you said to me about the stranger who was our fel- 
low prisoner at the Abbaye. You cannot deny this, 
Emilie." 

'' Nor do I, dear mamma," said Emilie. '^ I cannot 
deceive you, indeed I nrould not ; and the best proof 
that I do not wish to deceive you — that I never at- 
tempted it — is, that I told you all I thought and felt 
about that stranger. I told you that his honourable, 
brave, and generous conduct towards us, when we 
were in distress, made an impression upon my heart 
— ^that I preferred him to any person I had ever seen 
— and I told you, my dear mamma, that " 

'^ You told me too much," interrupted madame de 
Coulanges ; '^ more than I wished to hear — ^more than 
I will have repeated, Emilie. This is romance and 
nonsense. The man, whoever he was — and Heaven 
knows who he was! — behaved very well, and was a 
very agreeable person : but what then ? are you ever 
likely to see him agdn? Do you even know his 
birth — ^liis name — ^his country — or any thing about 
him, but that he was brave and generous ? — So are 
fifty other men, five hundred, five thousand, five mil- 
lion, I hope. But is this any reason that you should 
refuse to marry M. de Brisac } Henry the Fourth 
was brave and generous two hundred years ago. That 
is as much to the purpose. You have as much chance 
of establishing yourself, if you wait for Henry the 
Fourth to come to life again, as if you wait for this 
nameless nobody of a hero — who is perhaps married, 
after all — ^who knows ! — Really, Emilie, this is too 
absurd !" 
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" But^ dear mamma^ I cannot marry one man and 

love another ^love I did not .quite mean to say. 

But whilst I prefer another^ I cannot^ in honour^ 
marry M. de Brisac." 

'^ Honour ! — ^Love ! — But in France, in my time, 
who ever heard of a yoimg lady's being in love before 
she was married ? You astonish, you frighten, you 
shock me, child ! Recollect yourself, Emilie ! Misfor- 
tune may have deprived you of the vast possessions to 
which you are heiress; but do not, therefore, degrade 
yourself and me by forgetting your principles, and 
all that the representative of the house of Coulanges 
ought to remember. And as for myself — ^have I no 
claim upon your affections, Emilie ? — ^have not I been 
a fond mother?" 

" Oh, yes !" said Emilie, melting into tears. '' Of 
your kindness I think more than of any thing else ! — 
more than of the whole house of Coulanges !'* 

" Do not let me see you in tears, child !" said ma- 
dame de Coulanges, moved by Emilie's grief. " Your 
tears hurt my nerves more even than Mrs. Somers's 
grossierete. You must blame Mrs. Somers, not me, 
for all this — ^her temper drives me to it — I cannot 
live with her. We have no alternative. Emilie, my 
sweet child ! make me happy ! — I am miserable in 
this house. Hitherto you have ever been the best of 
daughters, and you shall find me the most indulgent 
of mothers. One whole month I will give you to 
change your mind^ and recollect your duty. At the 
end of that time, I must see you madame de Brisac^ 
and in a house of your own. — In the house of Mrs. 
Somers I will not, I cannot longer remain." 

Poor Emilie was glad of the reprieve of one 
month. She retired from her mother's presence in 
silent anguish, and hastened to her own apartment^ 

t 
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tbat she might give way to her grief. There she 
found Mrs. Somers waiting for her, seated in an arm- 
chair, with an open letter in her hand. 

" Why do you start, Emilie ? Yon look as if you> 
were sorry to find me here," cried Mrs. Somers—'' If 

THAT be the case, mademoiselle de Coulanges " 

. " 0\ Mrs. Somers ! do not b^in to quarrel with 
me at this moment, for I shall not be able to bear it 
— I am sufficiently unhappy already !" said £milie. 

'' I am extremely sorry that any thing should make 
you unhappy, Emilie," said Mrs. Somers ; '^ but I 
think that you had never less reason than at this 
moment to suspect me of an intention of quarrelling 
with you — I came here with a very different design. 
May I know the cause of your distress ?" 

Emilie hesitated, for she did not know how to ex- 
plain the cause without imputing blame either to 
Mrs. Somers or to her mother — she could only say — 
*' M. de Brisac " 

" What !" cried Mrs. Somers, '* your mother wants 
you to marry him ?" 

'' Yes." 
> '' Immediately ?" 

'' In one month.'* 

" And you have consented?" 

« No— But— " 

" But — Good Heavens ! Emilie, what weakness of 
mind there is in that But — " 

" Is it weakness of mind to fear to disobey my 
mother — ^to dread to offend her for ever — to render 
her unhappy — ^and to deprive her, perhaps, even of 
the means of subsistence ?" 

" The meafis of subsistence ! my dear. This phrase, 
you know, can only be a figure of rhetoric," said Mrs. 
Somers. *' Your refusing M. de Brisac cannot de- 



EMILIE DE COULANOES. 383 

prive your mother of the means of subsistence. In 
the first place, she expects to recover her property in 
France." 

" No," said Emilie ; " she has given up these 
hopes — you have persuaded her that they are vain." 

" Indeed I think them so. But still you must- 
know, my dear, that your mother can never be in 
want of the means of subsistence, nor any of the con- 
veniences, and, I may add, luxuries of life, whilst I 
am alive." 

Emilie sighed ; and when Mrs. Somers urged her 
more closely, she said, ^' Mamma has not, till lately, 
been accustomed to live on the bounty of others ; the 
sense of dependence produces many painful feelings, 
aud renders people more susceptible than perhaps 
they would be, were they on terms of equality." 

" To what does all this tend, my dear ?" inter-, 
rupted Mrs. Somers. ^' Is madame de Coulanges 
offended with me ? — ^Is she tired of living with me ? 
— ^Does she wish to quit my house? — ^And where docs 
she intend to go ? — Oh ! that is a question that I 
need not ask ! — Yes, yes — I have long foreseen it — 
you have arranged it admirably — you go to lady Lit-. 
tie ton, I presume ?" 

'' Oh, no !" 

" To M. de Brisac ?" 

" Mamma wishes to go—" 

" Then to M. de Brisac, for Heaven's sake, let 
her go," cried Mrs. Somers, bursting into a fit of 
laughter, which astonished Emilie beyond measure. 
" To M. de Brisac let her go — 'tis the best thing she 
can possibly do, my dear ; and seriously, to tell you 
the truth, I have sdways thought it would be an ex- 
cellent match. Since she is so much prepossessed in 
his favour, can she do better than marry him ; andj 
as he is so much attached to the lioxxa^ oi C.<svi^^w%^> 
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when he cannot have the daughter^ can he do better 
than marry the mother ? — Your mother does not look 
too old for him, when she is well rouged ; and I am 
sure, if she heard me say so, she would forgive me all 
the rest — butterfly^ frivolity, and all inclusive. Per- 
mit me, Emilie, to laugh.*' 

" I cannot permit any body to laugh at mamma," 
said Emilie ; ^' and Mrs. Somers is the last person 
who I should have supposed would have been inclined 
to laugh, when I told her that I was really unhappy." 

" My dear Emilie, I forgive you for being angry, 
because I never saw you angry before ; and that is 
more than you can say for me. You do me justice, 
however, by supposing that I should be the last per- 
son to laugh when you are in woe, unless I thought— 
unless I was sure — that I could remove the cause, 
and make you completely happy." 

*' That, I fear, is impossible," said Emilie : " for 
mamma's pride and her feelings have been so much 
hurt, that I do not think any apology would now calm 
her mind." 

'' Apology ! — I am not in the least inclined to make 
any. Can I tell madame de Coulanges that I do not 
think her frivolous ? — Impossible, indeed, my dear ! 
I will do any thing else to* oblige you. But I have as 
much pride, and as much feeling, in my own way, as 
any of the house of Coulanges : and if, after all I 
have done, madame can quarrel with me about a but- 
terfly, I must say, not only that she is the most fri- 
volous, but the jnost ungrateful woman upon earth ; 
and, as she desires to quit my house, £ai from at- 
tempting to detain her^ I can only wish that she may 
accomplish her purpose as soon as possible — as soon 
as it may suit her own convenience. As for you, 
Emilie, I do not suspect you of the ingratitude of 
wishing to leave me — ^l c»a Toake distinctions^ even 
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-when I have most reason to be angry. I do not blame 
you^ my dear — I do not even ask you to blame your 
mother. I respect your filial piety — I am sure you 
must think her to blame^ but I do not desire you to 
say so. Could any thing be more barbarously selfish 
than the plan of marrying ^ou to this M. de Brisac^ 
that she might have an establishment more to her 
taste than my house has been able to afford ?" 

Emilie attempted^ but in vain^ to say a few words 
for her mother. Mrs. Somers ran on with her own 
thoughts. 

'^ And at what a time> at what a cruel time for 
me^ did madame de Coulanges choose to express her 
desire to leave my house— at the moment when my 
whole soul was intent upon a scheme for the happiness 
of her daughter ! Yes, Emilie, for your happiness ! — 
And, my dear, your mother's conduct shall change no- 
thing in my views. You I have always found uni- 
formly kind, gentle, grateful — I will say no more — I 
have found in you, Emilie, real magnanimity. I have 
tried your temper much — sometimes too much — but 
I have always found you proof against these petty 
trials. Your character is suited to mine. I love you, 
as if you were my daughter, and I wish you to be 

my daughter. ^Now you know my whole mind, 

Emilie. My son — ^my eldest son, I should with em- 
phasis say, if I were speaking to madame de Cou- 
langes — ^will be here in a few days : read this letter. 
How happy I shall be if you find him— or if you will 
make him — such as you can entirely approve and love ! 
You will have power over him — ^your influence will 
do what his mother's never could accomplish. But 
whatever reasons I may have to complain of him, this 
is not the time to state them — ^you will connect him 
with me. At all events, he is a man of honour and a 

YOh* IX. ^^ 
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gentleman ; and as he is not^ thank Heaven ! under 
the debasing necessity of considering fortune in the 
choice of a wife, he is, at least in this respect, worthy 
of my dear and high-minded Emilie." 

^Irs. Somers paused, and fixed her eyes eagerly 
upon Emilie, impatient for her answer^ and already 
half provoked by not seeing the sudden transition of 
countenance which she had pictured in her imagina- 
tion. With a mixture of dignity and affectionate 
gratitude in Jmt manner, Emilie was banning to 
thank Mrs. Somers for the generous kindness of her 
intention ; but this susceptible lady interrupted her, 
and exclaimed, ^' Spare me your thanks, mademoiselle 
de Coulanges, and tell me at once what is passing 
in your mind ; for something very extraordinary is 
certainly passing there, which I cannot comprehend. 
Surely you cannot for a moment imagine that your 
mother will insist upon your now accepting of M. de 
Brisac ; or, if she does, surely you would not have 
the weakness to yield. I must have some proof of 
strength of mind from my friends. You must ju^ 
for yourself, Emilie, or you are not the person I take 
you for. You will have full opportunity of judging 
in a few days. Will you promise me that you will 
decide entirely for yourself, and that you will keep 
your mind unbiassed ? Will you promise me this } 
And will you speak, at all events, my dear, that I 
may understand you ?'* 

Emilie, who saw that even before she spoke Mrs. 
Somers was on the brink of anger, trembled at the 
idea of confessii^ the truth — that her heart was al- 
ready biassed in favour of another : she had, however, 
the courage to explain to her all that passed in her 
mind. Mrs. Somers heard her with inexpressible 
disappointment. She was silent for some minutes* 
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At last^ she said^ in a voice of constrained passion^ 
'^ Mademoiselle de Coulanges^ I have only one quesr 
tion to ask of you — ^you will reflect before you answer 
it, because on your reply depends the continuance or 
utter dissolution of our friendship — do you, or do you 
not, think proper to refuse my son before you have 
seen him ?" 

" Before I have seen Mr. Somers, it surely can be 
no affront to you or to him,** said Emilie, '^ to decline 
an offer that I cannot accept, especially when I give 
as my reason, that my mind is prepossessed in favour 
of another. With that prepossession, I cannot unite 
myself to your son : I can only express to you my 
gratitude— my most sincere gratitude, for your kind 
and generous intentions, and my hopes that he will 
find, amongst his own countrywomen, one more suited 
to him than I can be. His fortune is far above *' 

*' Say no more, I beg, mademoiselle de Coulanges 
— I asked only for a simple answer to a plain ques- 
tion. You refuse my son — you refuse to be my 
daughter. I am satisfied — ^perfectly satisfied. I sup- 
pose you have arranged to go to lady Littleton's. I 
heartily hope that she may be able to make her house 
more agreeable to you than I could render mine. 
Shake hands, mademoiselle de Coulanges. You have 

my best wishes for your health and happiness. 

Here we part." 

*' Oh ! do not let us part in anger !" said Emilie, 

'^ In anger ! — Not in the least — I never was cooler 
in my life. You have completely cooled me— you 
have shown me the folly of that warmth of friendship 
which can meet with no return." 

*' Would it be a suitable return for your warm 
friendship to deceive your son ?" said Emilie. 

cc2 
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*' To deceive me, I think still less suitable !" cried 
Mrs. Somers. 

'* And how have I deceived you ?" 

'^ You know best. Why was I kept in ignorance 
till the last moment ? Why did you never confide 
your thoughts to me, Emilie? Why did you never, 
till now, say one word to me of this strange attach- 
ment ?" 

" There was no necessity for speaking till now," 
said Emilie. '^ It is a subject I never named to any 
one except to mamma — a subject on which I did not 
think it right to speak to any one but to a parent." 

*' Your notions of right and wrong, ma'am, differ 
widely from mine— we are not fit to live together. I 
have no idea of a bend's concealing any thing from 
me : without entire confidence, there is no friendship 
*-at least no friendship with me. Pray no tears. I 
am not fond of scenes. Nobody ever is, that feels 
much. — ^Adieu ! — Adieu !" 

Mrs. Somers hurried out of the room, repeating, 
*' I'll write directly — this instant — to lady Littleton. 
Madame de Coulanges shall not be kept prisoner in 
my house." Emilie stood motionless. 

In a few minutes, Mrs. Somers returned with an 
unfolded letter, which she put into Emilie's passive 
hand. '* Read it, ma'am, I beg — ^read it. I do every 
thing openly — every thing handsomely, I hope-* 
whatever may be my faults." 

The letter was written with a rapid hand, which 
was scarcely legible, especially to a foreigner J Emilie, 
with her eyes full of tears, had no chance of deci- 
pherii^ it. 

'' Do not hurry yourself, ma'am," said Mrs. So- 
mers. '^ I will leave you my letter to show to madam^ 
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la comtesse^ and then you will be so good as to 
despatch it. Mademoiselle de Coulanges ! Ma- 
demoiselle de Coulanges !" cried Mrs. Somers ; " you 
will be so obliging as to refrain from mentioning to 
the countess the foolish offer that I made you in my 
son's name this morning. There is no necessity for 
mortifying my pride any farther — a refusal from you 
is quite decisive — so pray let there be no consulta- 
tions. As to the rest^ the blame of our disagreement 
tidll of course be thrown upon me." 

As Emilie moved towards the door^ Mrs. Somers 
said^ '* Mademoiselle de Coulanges^ I beg pardon for 
calling you back : but should you ever think of this 
business^ or of me^ hereafter^ you will do me the 
justice to remember that I made the proposal to you 
at a time when I was under the firm belief that you 
would never recover an inch of your estates in France." 

'^ And you, dear Mrs. Somers, if you should ever 
think of me hereafter," said Emilie, " will, I hope, 
remember that my answer was given under the same 
belief/' 

With a look which* seemed to refuse assent, Mrs. 
Somers continued, ^^ I am as well aware, ma'am, as 
you, or madame de Coulanges, can be, that if you 
should recover your hereditary property, the heiress 
of the house of Coulanges would be a person to whom 
my son should not presume to aspire." 

" Oh ! Mrs. Somers ! Is not this cruel mockery- 
undeserved by me— unworthy of you ?" 

*^ Mockery ! — Ma'am, it is not three days since 
your mother was so positive in her expectations of 
being in the Hotel de Coulanges before next winter, 
that she was almost in fits because I ventured to 
differ on this point from her and lady Littleton— 
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Lady Littleton's judgment is much better than mine ; 

and has, of course, had its weight — very justly 

But I insist upon your understanding clearly that 
it had no weight with me in this afiair. Whatever 
you may imagine, I never thought of the Coulanges 
estate." 

" Believe me, I never could have imagined that 
you did. If / could suspect Mrs. Somers of in- 
terested motives," said Emilie, with emotion so great 
that she could scarcely articulate the words, ^^ I. must 
be an unfeeling — an ungrateful idiot I" 

^' No, not an idiot, mademoiselle de Coulanges — 
nobody can mistake you for an idiot : but, as I was 
going to say, if you inquire, lady Littleton can tell 
you that I was absolutely provoked when I first 
heard you had a chance of recovering your property 
— ^you may smile, ma'am, but it is perfectly true. I 
own I might have been more prudent ; but prudence, 
in affairs of the heart, is not one of my virtues : I 
own, however, it would have been more prudent to 
have refrained from making this proposal, till you 
had received a positive answer from France." 

'' And why ?" said Emilie. ^' Whatever that 
answer might have been, surely you must be certain 
that it would not have made any alteration in my 
conduct. — You are silent, Mrs. Somers ! — You wound 

me to the heart ! Oh ! do me justice! — Justice is 

all I ask." 

'^ I think that I do you justice — full justice — ^ma- 
demoiselle de Coulanges ; and if it* wounds you to 
the heart, I am sorry for it — but that is not my 
fault." 

Emilie's countenance suddenly changed from the 
expression of supplicating tenderness to haughty in- 
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dignation. " You doubt my integrity !" she exclaimed : 
" Then, indeed^ Mrs. Somers, it is best that we 
should part !" 

Mademoiselle de Coulanges disappeared, and ]\Irs. 
Somers shut herself up in her room, where she walked 
backwards and forwards for above an hour, then 
threw herself upon a sofa, and remained nearly an- 
other hour, till Mrs. Masham came to say that it 
was time to dress for dinner. She then started up, 
saying aloud, *^ I will think no more of these un- 
grateful people." 

'' They are gone, ma'am," said Mrs- Masham— 
'^ gone, and g;ave no vails ! — which I don't think on, 
upon my own account, God knows ! for if millions 
were offered me, in pocket-pieces, I would not touch 
one from any soul that comes to the house, having 
enough, and more than enough, from my own ge- 
nerous lady, who is the only person I stoop to receive 
from with pleasure. But there are others in the 
house who are accustomed to vails, and, after staying 
so long, it was a little ungenteel to go without so 
much as offering any one any thing — and to go in 
such a hurry and huff — taking only a French leave, 
after all! I must acknowledge, with you, ma'am, 
that they are the ungratefuUest people that ever were 
seen in England. Why, ma'am, I went backwards 
and forwards often enough into their apartments, to 
try to make otit the cause of the packings and mes- 
sages to the washerwoman, that I might inform you, 
but nothing transpired ; yet I am certain, in their 
hearts, they are more black and ungrateful than any 
that ever were bom ; for there ! — at the last moment, 
when even, for old acquaintance sake, the tears stood 
in my eyes, there was miss Emilie, sitting as composedly 
as a judge, painting a butterfly's wing on some q£ 
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her Frenchifioations ! Her eyes were red^ to do her 
justice ; but whether with painting or arjing, I can't 
pretend to be certain. But as to madame de Coa- 
Lmges^ I can answer for her that the sole thing in 
nature she thought of^ in leaving this house^ was the 
bad step of the hackney-coach." 

'' Hackney-coach \" cried Mrs. Somers, with sor- 
prise. " Did they go away in a hackney-ooach ?" 

^^ Yes^ ma'am^ much against the countess's sto- 
machy I am sure — I only wish you had seen the face 
she made when the glass would not omie up." 

'' But why did not they take my carriage^ or wait 
for lady Littleton's? They were^ it seems, in a 
Tiolent hurry to be gone," said Mrs. Somers. 

'^ So it seems, indeed, ma'am — ^no better proof of 
their being the most ungratefuUest people in the 
universe : but so it is, by all accounts, with all of 
their nation — ^the French having no constant hearts 
for any thing but singing, and dancing, and dressing, 
and making merry-andrews of themselves. Indeed, 
I own, till to-day, I thought miss Emilie had less of 
the merry-andrew nature than any of her country ; 
but the butterfly has satisfied me that there is no 
striving against climate and natural character, which 
conquer gratitude and every thing else." 

Mrs. Somers sighed, and told Masham that she 
had said enough upon this disagreeable subject At 
T^r. *^M"^J^j^* ^«« renewed by many visitors, who, 
^^^^'LHft M^ ".^"^^ "^^ m.demoi«^e 
numerable^a^L^ 4^th th" ^^^^^ ^^ ^f "; 

with the countess^n^ iT .""^ '"^ general, and 
On the ch^:f^t,,^^ Sf"^"^*^^ ^ P^"^' 
^d Mrs. Somers w^ n^ ^^^7 "^^^^ ^^* ^^^'^' 
.0 much generosit^ anT Kf ^y P*^^d for having 

^, and blamed for having had so 
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much patience. Every body declared that they fore- 
saw how she would be treated ; and the exclamations 
of wonder at lady Littleton's inviting to her house 
those who had behaved so ill to her friend were un- 
ceasing. Mrs. Somers all the time denied that she 
had any cause of complaint against either madame de 
Coulanges or her daughter; but the company ju- 
diciously trusted more to her looks than her words. 
Every thing was said or hinted that could exasperate 
her against her former favourites : for madame de 
Coulanges had made many enemies by engrossing an 
unreasonable share in the conversation ; and Emilie 
by attracting too great a portion of attention^ by her 
beauty and engaging manners. Malice often over- 
shoots the mark : Mrs. Somers was at first glad to 
hear the objects of her indignation abused; but at 
last she began to think the profusion of blame greater 
than tvas merited^ and when she retired to rest at 
nighty and when Masham b^an wlth^ '' Oh ! ma'am ! 

do you know that anademoiselle de Coulanges " 

Mrs. Somers interrupted her^ and said, ^^ Masham, 
I desire to hear nothing more about mademoiselle de 
Coulanges — I have heard her and her mother abused, 
without ceasing, these two hours, and that is enough/' 
^^ Lord ! ma'am ! I was not going to abuse them 
— Gt)d forbid ! I was just going to tell you," cried 
Masham, ^' that never was any thing so mistaken as 
all I said before dinner. Just now, ma'am, when 
I went into the little dressing-room, within madame 
de Coulai^es's room, and happened to open the ward- 
robe, I was quite struck back with shame at my own 
unjustice : there, ma'am, poor miss Emilie left; some- 
thing — and out of her best things ! — to every maid-ser- 
vant in the house ; all directed in her own hand, and 
with a good word for each ; and this rin^ £<« \s!kfc^^\a>s^ 
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glie is kind enougli to say is of no value but to put 
Die in mind of all the attentions I have shown her 
and her mother — ^which, I am sure^ were scarcely 
worth noticing, especially at such a time when she 
had enough to do, and her heart full, no doubt, poor 
soul ! — There are her little paintings and embroide- 
ries, and pretty things, that she did when she was 
confined with her sprain, all laid out in order — ^"tis 
my astonishment how she found time ! — and directed 
to her friends in London, as keepsakes: — and the 
very butterfly that I was so angry with her for stay- 
ing to finish is on something for you, ma'am ; and 
here's a packet that was with it, and that nobody 
saw till this minute." 

" Give it me !" cried Mrs. Somers. She tore it 
open, and found, in the first place, the pocketbook, 
full of bank notes, which she had given madame de 
Coulanges, with a few polite but haughty lines from 
the countess, saying that only twenty guineas had 
been used, which she hoped, at ^ome future period, 
to be able to repay. Then came a note from Emilie, 
in which ]Mrs. Somers found her own letter to lady 
Littleton. — Emilie expressed herself as follows. 

" Many thanks for the enclosed, but we have de- 
termined not to go to lady Littleton's : at least we 
will take care not to be the cause of quarrel between 
friends to whom we are so much obliged. — ^No, dear 
Mrs. Somers ! we do not part in anger. Excuse me, 
if the last words I said to you were hasty — they were 
forced from me by a moment of passion — but it is 
past : all your generosity, all your kindness, the re- 
collection of all that you have done, all that you have 
wished for my happiness, rushes upon my mind ; and 
every other thought, and every other feeling, is for,- 
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gotten. Would to Heaven that I could express to 
you my gratitude by actions ! — but words, alas ! are 
all that I have in my power— and where shall I find 
words that can reach your heart ! 1 had better be 
silent, and trust to time, and to you. You will here- 
after think justly, perhaps partially, of me. I know 
your generous temper — you will soon blame yourself 
for having judged too severely of Emilie. But do not 
reproach yourself — do not let this give you a moment's 
uneasiness : the clouds pass away, and the blue sky 
remains. Think only — as I ever shall — of your good- 
ness to mamma and to me. Adieu ! 

Emilie de Coulanges." 

Mrs. Somers was much affected by this letter, and 
by the information that Emilie and her mother had 
declined taking refuge with lady Littleton, lest they 
should occasion jealousies between her and her friend. 
Generous people are, of all others, the most touched 
by generosity of sentiment or of action. Mrs. Somers 
went to bed, enraged against herself — ^but it was now 
too late. 

In the mean time, Emilie and her mother were in 
an obscure lodging, at a haberdasher's, near Golden 
Square. The pride of madame de Coulanges, at first, 
supported her even beyond her daughter's expecta- 
tions; she uttered no complaints, but frequently re- 
peated, " Mais nous sommes bien ici, tres bien — we 
cannot expect to have things as well as at the Hotel 
de Coulanges." In a short time she was threatened 
with fits of her vapeurs noirs ; but Emilie, with the 
assistance of her whole store of French songs, a bird- 
organ, a lap-dog, and a squirrel, belonging to the girl 
of the house, contrived to avert the danger for the pre- 
sent; — ^as to the future, she trembled to thiiik.<i£:i:t- 
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M. de Brisac seemed to be continually in her mother's 
thoughts ; and whatever occurred^ or whatever was 
the subject of conversation, madame de Coolanges 
always found means to end with *' apropos lo M. de 
Brisac" Faithful to her promise, however, which 
Emilie, with the utmost delicacy, recalled to her 
mind, she declared that she would not give M. de 
Brisac an answer till the end of the month, which 
she had allowed her daughter for reflection, and that, 
till that period, she would not even let him know 
where they were to be found. Emilie thought that 
the time went very fast, and her mother evidently re- 
joiced at the idea that the month would soon be at an 
end. Emilie endeavoured, with all her skill, to de- 
monstrate to her mother that it would be possible to 
support themselves, by her industry and ingenuity, 
without this marriage ; and to this, madame de Cou- 
langes at first replied, ^^Try, and you will soon be 
tired, child." Emilie's spirits rose on receiving this 
permission : she b^an by copying music for a music- 
shop in the neighbourhood ; and her mother saw, with 
astonishment, that she persevered in her design, and 
that no fatigue or discouraging circumstances could 
vanquish her resolution. 

" Good Heavens ! my child," said she, '^ you will 
wear yourself to a skeleton with copying music, and 
with painting, and embroidery, b^de stooping so 
taany hours over that tambour frame. My dear, 
how can you bear all this ?" 

" How ! — Oh ! dear mamma !" said Emilie, '' there 
is no great difficulty in all this to me— the difficulty, 
the impossibility would be, to live happily with a man 
I despise." 

" I wish," cried madame de Coulanges, '^ I wish to 
all the siints that that hero of yours, that fellow pri- 
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soner of onrs^ at the Abbaye^ with his humanity^ and 
his generosity^ and his courage^ and all his fine qua- 
lities^ had kept out of your way^ Emilie : I wish he 
were fairly at the bottom of the Black Sea." 

'^ But you forget that he was the means of obtain- 
ing your liberty, mamma/| 

" I wish I could forget it — I am always doomed to 
be obliged to those whom I cannot love. But, after 
all, you might as well think of the khan of Tartary 
as of this man, whom we shall never hear of more. 
Marry M. de Brisac, like a reasonable creature, and 
do not let me see you bending, as you do, for ever, 
over a tambour frame, wasting your fine eyes and 
spoiling your charming shape." 

^^But, mamma," said Emibe, ''would it not be 
much worse to marry one man, and like another ?" 

" For mercy's sake ! say something new to me, 
Emilie ; at all events, I have heard this a hundred 
times." 

'' The simple truth, alas !" said Emilie, '' must 
always be the same : I wish I could put it in any new 
light that would please you, dear mamma." 

'' It never can please me, child," cried madame de 
Coulanges, angrily ; '' nor can you please me, neither, 
as you are going on. Fine heroism, truly ! — ^you will 
sacrifice your duty and your mother to your obstinacy 
in an idle femcy. But, remember, the last days 
of the month are at hand — longer I will not listen 
to such provoking nonsense-— it has half killed me 
already." 

Neither lap-d<^ squirrel, bird-organ, nor Emilie's 
whole stock of French songs, could longer support the 
vivacity of madame de Coulanges ; for some days she 
had passed the time in watching and listening to the 
London cries, as she sat at her window : the 'fi^iix«& 
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and sounds in this busy part of the town were quite 
new to her ; and, whilst the novelty lasted^ she was, 
like a child, good-humoured and full of exclamations. 
The want of some one to listen to these exclamations 
was an insupportable evil ; she^ complained terribly of 
her daughter's silence, whilst she was attending to 
her different employments. This want of conversa- 
tion, and of all the luxuries she enjoyed at the house 
of Mrs. Somers, her anger against that lady, her loss 
of all hope of hearing from France, and her fear that 
Emilie would at last absolutely refuse to obey and 
m^ury M. de Brisac, all together operated so power- 
fully upon madame de Coulanges, that she really fell 
sick, and kept her bed. Emilie now confined herself 
to her mother's room, and attended her with the 
most affectionate care, and with a degree of anxiety, 
which those only can comprehend who have believed 
themselves to be the cause of the illness of a friend — 
of a parent. Madame de Coulanges would sometimes 
reply, when her daughter asked her if such or such a 
thing had done her good, " No, my child, nothing 
will do me good but your obedience, which you refuse 
me — perhaps on my deathbed." 

Though Emilie did not apprehend that her mother 
was in any immediate danger, yet these continual 
fits of low spirits and nervous attacks excited much 
alarm. Emilie's reflections on her own helpless situa- 
tion contributed to magnify her fears : she considered 
that she was a stranger, a foreigner^ without friends, 
without credit, almost without money, and deprived, 
by the necessary attendance on her sick mother^ of all 
power to earn any by her own exertions. The bodily 
fatigue that she endured^ even without any mental 
anxiety^ would have been sufficient to wear out the 
spirits of a more robust person than Emilie. She had 
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nb human being to assist her but a young girl^ a ser- 
vant-maid belonging to the house, who, fortunately, 
was active and good-natured ; but her mistress was 
excessively cross, vulgar, and avaricious ; avarice, in- 
deed, often seemed to conquer in her the common 
feelings of humanity. Once, whilst madame de Cou- 
langes was extremely ill, she forced her way into her 
bedchamber, to insist upon changing the counterpane 
upon the bed, which, she said, was too good to be 
stained with coffee : another day, when she was angry 
with mademoiselle de Coulanges, for having cracked 
a basin by heating some soup for her mother, she de- 
clared, in the least ceremonious terms possible, that 
she hated to have any of the French refugees and 
emigrants in the house, for that she was not accus- 
tomed to let her lodgings to folk that nobody ever 
came near to visit, and that lived only upon soups 
and salads, and such low stuff; " and who, when they 
were ill, never so much as called in a physician, or 
even a nurse, but must take up the time of people 
that were not bound to wait upon them." 

Mademoiselle de Coulanges bore all this patiently 
rather than run the hazard of removing to other lodg- 
ings whilst her mother was so ill. The countess had 
a prejudice against English physicians, as she affirmed 
that it was impossible that they could understand 
French constitutions, especially hers, which was dif- 
ferent from that of any other human being, and which, 
'as she said, only one medical man in France lightly 
understood. -At last, however, she yielded to the 
persuasions of her daughter, and permitted EmiL'e 
to send' for a physician. When she inquired what he 
thought of her mother, he said, that she was in a 
nervous fever, and that unless her mind was kept free 
from anxiety he could not answer for her recovery* 
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Madame de Coulanges looked full at her daughter^ 
who was standing at the foot of her bed ; a miat came 
before Emilie's eyes^ a cold dew ooFered her forehead, 
and she was forced to hold by^ the bedpost to support 
herself. 

At this instant^ the docH* opened, and lady Littleton 
appeared. Emilie sprang forward, and threw herself 
into her arms — Madame de Coulangies started up in 
her bed, exclaiming " Ah Ciel T' and then all were 
silent — except the mistress of the house, who went on 
making apologies about the dirt of her stairs, and its 
being Friday night. But as she at length perceived 
that not a soul in the room knew a word she was say- 
ing, she retreated. The physician took leave — and, 
when they were thus left at liberty, lady Littleton 
seated herself in the broken arm*chair beside the bed, 
and told madame de Coulanges that IVIrs. Somers had 
been very unhappy, in consequence of their quarrel ; 
and that she had been indefiEttigable in h&c inquiries 
and endeavours to find out the place of their retreat ; 
that she had at last given up the search in despair. 
'^ But," continued lady Littleton, " it has been my 
good fortune to discover you by means of this flower 
of Emilie's painting"-— (she produced a little hand- 
screen, which Emilie had lately made, and which she 
had sent to be disposed of at the Repository for In- 
geuious Works). ^' I knew it to be yours, my dear," 
said lady Littleton, " because it is an exact re- 
semblance of one upon your watch of Flora, which 
was drawn from the flow^ I brought you from Kew 
Gardens. Now you must not be angry with me for 
finding you out, nor for beting of you to be recon- 
ciled to poor Mrs. Somers, who has sufiTered much in 
your absence— much from the idea of what you would 
endure^and more from her self-reproaches. She has. 
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indeed^ an unfortunate susceptibility of temper^ which 
makes her sometimes forget both politeness and jus- 
tice : but, as you well know, her heart is excellent. 
Come, you must promise me to meet her at my house, 
as soon as you are able to go out, my dear madame 
de Coulanges/' 

" I do not know when that will be," replied ma- 
dame de Coulanges, in a sick voice : " I was never 
so ill in my life — and so the physician says. But I 
am revived by seeing lady Littleton — she is, and evef 
has been, all goodness and politeness to us. I am 
ashamed that she should see us in such a miserable 
place. Emilie, give me my other night-riband, and 
the wretched little looking-glass." 

Madame de Coulanges sat up and arranged her 
head-dress. At this moment, lady Littleton took 
Emilie aside, and put into her hand a letter from 
Prance ! — " I would not speak of it suddenly to your 
mother, my dear," said she ; " but you will find the 
proper time. I hope it contains good news — at pre- 
sent, I will have patience. You shall see me again 
soon ; and you must, at all events, let me take you 
from this miserable place. Mrs. Somers has been 
punished enough .«— Adieu ! — I long to know the newd 
from France." 

The news from France was such as made the look<« 
ing<-glass drop from the hand of madame de Coulanges. 
It was a letter from the son of her old steward, to tell 
her that his father was dead — ^that he was now in 
possession of all the family fortune, which he was im- 
patient to restore to the wife and daughter of his 
former master and friend. 

^^ Heaven be praised !" exclaimed madame de Cou- 
langes, in an ecstasy of joy — *' Heaven be praised 1 

VOL. IX. "a \i 
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we shall once more see dear Paris^ and the hotel de 
Coulanges!" 

" Heaven be praised I" cried Emilie^ ^' I shall never 
more see M. de Brisac My mother^ I am sure^ will 
BO longer wish me to marry him." 

" No, in truth," said the countess, ^* it would now 
be a most unequal match, and one to which he is by 
no means entitled. How fortunate it is that I had 
not given him my promise ! — ^After all, your aversion 
to him, child, was quite providential. Now you may 
form the most splendid alliance that your heart can 
desire." 

^^ My heart," said Emilie, sighing, '^ desires no 
splendid alliance. But had you not better lie down, 
dear mamma ? — You will certainly catch cold — and, 
remember, your mind must be kept quiet." 

It was impossible to keep her mind quiet ; she ran 
on from one subject to another with extravagant 
Tolubility; and Emilie was afraid that she would, 
the next day, be quite exhausted ; but, on the con- 
trary, afiter talking above half the night, she feU into 
a sound sleep ; and when she wakened, after having 
slept fourteen hours, she declared that she would no 
longer be kept a prisoner in bed. The renovating 
effects of joy and the influence of the imagination 
were never more strongly displayed. " Le malheur 
passe n'est bon qu'a etre oublie" was la comtesse's 
favourite maxim — and to do her justice, she was as 
ready to forget past quarrels as past misfortunes. She 
readily complied with Emilie's request that she would, 
as soon as she was able to go out, accompany her to 
lady Littleton's, that they might meet and be recon- 
•died to Mrs. Somers. 

" She has the most tormenting temper imaginable," 
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-said the cQuntess ; " and I would not live with her for 
the universe — Mais d'ailleurs c'est la meilleure femma 
du monde." 

If, instead of being the best woman in the world, 
Mrs. Somers had been the worst ; and if, instead of 
being a benefactress, she had been an enemy, it would 
have been all the same thing to the countess ; for, in 
this moment, she was, as usual, like a child^ 9k friend 
to every creature of every kind. 

Her volubility was interrupted by the arrival of 
4ady Littleton, who came to carry madame de Cou- 
langes and Emilie to her house, where, as her lady- 
ship said, Mrs. Somers was impatiently waiting for 
them. Lady Littleton had prevented her from coming 
to this poor lodging-house, because she knew that the 
being seen there would mortify the pride of some of 
the house of Coulanges. 

Mrs. Somers was indeed waiting for them with in- 
expressible impatience. The moment she heard their 
voices in the hall at lady Littleton*s, she ran down 
«tairs to meet them ; and as she embraced Emilie she 
could not refrain from bursting into tears. 

^^ Tears of joy, these must be," cried madame dc 
Coulanges : " We are all happy now — ^perfectly happy 
— Are not we ? — Embrace me, Mrs. Somers — Emilie 
shall not have all your heart — I have some gratitude 
as well as my daughter ; and I should have none if I 
did not love you — especially at this moment." 

Madame de Coulanges was, by this time, at the 
head of the stairs; a servant opened the drawing- 
room door ; but something was amiss with the strings 
of her sandals — she would stay to adjust them — and 
said to Emilie, " Allez, allez— entrez." 

Emilie obeyed* An instant afterwards, madame de 
Coulanges thought she heard a svidiieiv ^sr^ > raJ^siKt «&. 
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jfoj Qrgptt£, hma Emflie— she hurried into the draw- 

'' Boo Diea ! c'esk notre homme de TAhbaye T 
cried she, startiiig back at the ti^t of a gentlonan 
who had been kneeling at Emilie'a feet, and nho aiote 
as she entered. 

** Mj son !" said Mrs. Somen, eagerly presenting 
him to madame de Cooknges — *^ my son ! whom it is 
in your power to make the ha|^iest or the most miser- 
able of men T' 

'' In my power !— in Emilie's, yon mean, I sap- 
pose," said the coontess, smiling. '' She is so good s 
girl that I cannot make her miseraUe; and as for 
you, Mrs. Somers, the honour of your alliance — and 
our obligations But then I shall be miserable my- 
self if she does not go back with me to the hotel de 
Coulanges — ^Ah ! Ciel ! — ^And then poor M. de Brisac, 
he will be miserable, unless, to comfort him, I marry 

him myself." Half laughing, half crying, madame 

de Coulanges scarcely knew what she said or did. 

It was some time before she was sufficiently cam- 
posed to understand clearly what was said to her by 
any person in the room, though she asked half a dosen 
times, at least, from every one present, an explana- 
tion of all that had happened. 

Lady Littleton was the only person who could give 
an explanation. She had contrived this meeting, and 
even Mrs. Somers had not foreseen the event — she 
never suspected that her own son was the very person 
to whom Emilie was attached, and that it was for 
Emilie's sake her son had hitherto refused to comply 
with her earnest desire that he should marry and 
settle in the world. He had no hopes that she would 
consent to his marrying a French girl without fortune, 
because she formerly quarrelled with him for refusing 
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to marry a rich lady of quality^ who happened to he, 
at that time^ high in her favour. Upon the summons 
home that he received from her^ he was alarmed by the 
apprehension that she had some new alliance in view 
for him^ and he resolved^ before he saw his mother^ to 
trust his secret to lady Littleton^ who had always 
been a mediatrix and peace-maker. He declined tell- 
ing the name of the object of his affections ; but^ from 
his description^ and from many concomitant dates and 
circumstances^ lady Littleton was led to suspect that 
it might be Emilie de Coulanges. She consequently 
contrived an interview^ which she knew must be 
decisive. - 

]\Iadame de Coulanges^ whose imagination was now 
at Paris, felt rather disappointed at the idea of her 
daughter's marrying an Englishman^ who was neither 
a county a marquis^ nor even a baron ; but lady Little- 
ton at length obtained that consent which she knew 
would be necessary to render Emilie happy^ even in 
following the dictates of her hearty or her reason. 

Some conversation passed between lady Littleton 
and Mrs. Somers about a dormant title in the Somers' 
family^ which might be i^vived. This made a wonder- 
ful impression on the countess. She yielded^ as she 
did every thing else^ with a good grace. 

History does not say^ whether she did or did not 
console M. de Brisac: we are only informed that, 
immediately after her daughter's marriage^ she re^ 
turned to Paris> and gave a splendid ball at her hotel 
de Coulanges. We are feirther assured that Mrst 
Somers never quarrelled with Emilie frx)m the day of 
her marriage till the day of her death — ^but that is 
incredible. 

END OF VOL. IX« 
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